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ad only Return I am capable of, for I Marks 
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| The Dedication. 

ſtill had the Honour to meet vith from Your Lord- 
af u ſince he Marer quit three, ſice j 
is highly to my Advantage to Shelter my {elf under ſo 
great a Name; ſince | have done my ſelf ſo much Ho- 
nour by it; 1 am bound to own, with all the Gratitude 1 


am capable of, that, 1755 Loidiþips|Patrbnage is a 
ing Obligation upon me. 


Moſt kinds of Poetry, but eſpecially Tragedies, cg 
i the orld nv, ks Ghilrelborn fog ul Far 
neral Indifferckce, af rither Didinclukci ue 


like a bad Influence upon em; and after having buſtled 
thro' ill Uſage, and a ſhort Life, they ſleep and are 
forgotten. The Reliſ of Things of chis kind is certain- 


2 


ly very. much 2 erid Tp vhat ſit vas omè tithe ſime 
and tho I won't preſume to Cenſure other Peoples 
Pleaſures, and preſcribe to the various Taſtes of Man- 
kind; yet I vill take the Liberty to ſay, that thoſe who 
ſcorn to be entertain d like their Fore-fathers, will hard- 
ly ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable a Diverſion in the Room of 
that which they have laid aſide. 1 could wiſh there 
were not ſo much Reaſon as there is to attribute this 
Change of Inclinations, to a Diſeſteem of Learning it 
ſelf Too many People are apt to think that Books are 
not Neceſſary to the Finiſhing the Character of a fine 
Gentleman; and are therefore eaſily dvn to deſpiſe 
e nothing. gf, Hur, my Lord, 2 
all theſe. mortifying Thoughts it is ſtill a Pleaſu 

c uſes to think there are ſome Men of too el 
Underſtahdings to give in o the Taſtes of a depra 
Age Men i 0 haye eee en but the Will, | 
e 
are Aale & oof Ul, He T N F * I. cauſe. ; oe, 
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mong thoſe few, the moſt advantageous Manner; 
but all Men of common Senſe have concurt d in doing 
it already, aud chere is no need of a Fanegytick. 


I could be almolt ro. Expoſtulate with the 


reſt of the, World, (for Lam {ure there is no Occaſion = 
to make an; Apology te Your Lordſhip) in Defence ob 


Poetry. I am far from thinking of a gogd Poet, 4 
the Sroicks did of their Wiſe- man, that he vas ſuffici- 
ent for every thing, could be every thing, and excel in 
every thing, as he pleas d; yet ſure l may be allow d 
to lay, that, that Brightneſs, Quickneſs, that Strength 
and Greatneſs of thinking, which is requir d in any of 
the nobler Kinds of Poetry, would raiſe a Man to an 
uncommon NiſtinQiqn in any Profeſſion or Buſineſs, 
that has 2 Relation to good Senſe and Underſtanding, 
One Modern Inſtance can at leaſt be given, where the 
ſame Genius that ſhone in Poetry, was Sand equal to the 


firſt , Employments of the State and where the ſame 


Man, who by his Virtue and Wiſdom was highly Uſe- 


ful ro, and Inſtrumental in the Safety and Happineſs of 
his Native Country, had been equally Ornamental to 
it in his Wit. 


This is what I could not help ſaying, for the Honour 
of an Art which has been formerly the Favourice of the 
greateſt Men. Not that it wants a Recommendation 
ro Your Lordihip, who have always been a Conſtant and 
Grnerpus)Protectar'vt it. This indeed would be much 
more properly ſaid to the World; and when J have told 
em what Men have equally adorn'd it, and been adorn'd 


Ge. Ä—— 


| 
| 


| by it. oF ne, not 17 apply to em, what Horace 


TOC 
ores ave forte Pudori 
Sit tibi Muſa Lyrs ſoles C-. Cantor Apollo. 


For my own inconſiderable Pretenſions to Verſe, 1 
null I conſeſs, think better even of them, chan I have 
over yer done, if chey mall afford me che Honour to be 
alyaps chought, 


My LOR D, 
Der Lordfhip's moſt Obedient, 


"ds | and Devoted Humble Serben,, 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. gane 


INCE to your fam Fore- Fathers quite contrary, 
8 lou from "ber Pleaſures, as their Wiſdom, wary ; 
Aba Art, what Method, ſball the Port fread, 

br o hut the T, 755 of each fantaſtick Mind 7 


* 42 oys your wand ring Fancieſ lead, 


Flies), hich in the $h e 
Path Tear rhey ff anew, — to 2 laſt ſucceed. 


Time was, when Fools by Fellowſhip were known ; 5 


ed ; 


But now they J and in fee, . 
Each Coxtomb has 4 Folly of his 


Some dreſs, ſome dance fares; 1 not to forget 
Tour Piquet — and your dear Baſſet. 82 


Some Praiſe, 7 . 


Tour Country s hunt Foxes, your Court, 
The'City too fii the various Scene, 

Where Fools lay 5, and where Wife Men wiv. * 
One rails at Czlia for 4 * * a, | 
One grumbles, and cries up France. 
This Man talks Poli — = that " Pills ; 
One tures his own, and owe the Nation's Ir. 


Now Fidling, and the Charms SingeSong, win | 
1 and car r V 
or that ur ſpare ir, 5 


As to your — u. 
Nor with your other vile Delights compare it, 
There's ſomething more than Sound, thert's Mas n Clarer. 


Mean while neglected Verſe, in long Dig 


5, 
— grave e Stuff 5 


With rao Why Airs, and 
To cry, This Tragedy's 


* 
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But now we hope more equal Fudges come, _ 8 
Since Flanders ſends the gent raus Warriors  þ 5 : c : 
4M + 


Jou that have fought for Eiberty and Lats, 
Whoſe Valour the proud Gallick Tyrant awes, 
Join to aſſert the ſinking Muſes Cauſe, 

Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways ex . 
Glows in the Heroes and the Poet's Brea. 

The ſame great Thoughts that rouſe you to the Fighe 


Inſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poe Write. 8 
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5 * by Mrs bi e. who ated | 
| Etbelnda. 5 


HE Buns of the Dye wo Jools thro 
1 carr ran. pod; Soph hy 
As well to look to, tho not quite ſo' good; ”, 
1 bate in Spirit, but "keep wy Fleſh and Blood. 
The Moral of this Play — rightly ſtanm a, 
Is, He that leaves his nown dear Wife is damn'd. — 
T leave to you to make thr Applid ation: * 5 


The Doctrine, tho a little out f Faſbion, 
May be of uſe in this ſame ſinful Nation. 
What think you of the Matter? (Which of you . 

ould, for his Spouſe," lite ny Yrae Tartte o? 
 #hen Wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 
Who would not leave his Wife, to make his Fortune? 
To ſome, I know, it may appear but odly, 
That this Place, of all ethers, ſhould turn godly : 
But what of thay? Since ſome good Sour there are, 
Would gladly be inſtrutted any whert;\ 
or ſhould you ſcorn the Weakneſs of the Tedover, 
he Wiſeſt Man is nap the _ 9. 


AL 12 oY — + * us. 


En 


Ev'n we, poor 4 inen the Pour, 
Read as ”— mo A 1 _— 2 = 
To — ml 


To no Enthuſi e Rage we Pac he 
Nor foam, nor aff Tom Tumbler ont of Zeal 


But tho we don't pretend to Inſpiratio 

Tet, like the Prophets, of @)NeigAbourt: *. . 
Our Teaching chiefly lyes in r ö 
Perhaps, indeed, are your mand Brain, 
Our Andr migh have par A his Tragick Pam: 


By that you v ve (ig 'd, and are — in to Drinking, 


Some ſuurter _ will employ your Thinking y'' © 
tt IN mpbs Divine, writ — each Glaſs befor | 
75205 2 little better 5 our 1 e 0 

But fince the — 


And all of you, 4 


"_ 


27 i < g , 
1 ay it 1 74 0 


; , * 8 | n 1 2 * ” a 5 | * 5 
4 1 Y ge 1 $4 (| JLGVY1 "4 14 4 = i - 4 * {\ uk 
L. » . 1 : 


wh was 5 eee role 3m Aw i t0IeC 


C11 = ik * 4 lig: 115. D * * * Nur % l 
# 


, 2 „ __— „ * a * uh 4 
2 ws 8 —— os WF. = . 8 2 — = GD _ _ * „ K* ade E 0 ** — 4 


1 


Dumas Perſpnr. 


MEN. 


EY 
* 


Hengih, King of Kent, Ses to Hengif the 
Bux 1 Dean, PR  —of 


Aribert, his Brother. - Mr. Halle. 
9 4 a Saxon Prince. MI. anhand. 
_ firſt MiniterandPeveurice to the King, Mr. Mil 
ald, Friend o . Ar. *. 


* b4 \\ 
W M E | "BY K \ 
R 


odogwne, a Saxon Princek Siſter to Off 
betrothed to the King. fn. 


Ethelinda, a Britiſh La ivately marry'd 
:-" .. 4 a, pr * 7 } Mrs. Oldfield 


l Prieſts, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 
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SCENE; in Kan, __ es Tearr after 


| the faſt Iroaſimof Britain by the Saxons. 
| © A. ) 
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- THE 


THE 


Royal Convert. 
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ACTI SCENEL _ 
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J 
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SCENE, 4 PALACE. 


Enter Aribert «ud Oſwald. 
8 CH are, my Friend, the Joys our Loves have known, 


So ſtill to be defir'd, ſo ever new, 

Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor chang d by Abſence. 
Whate'cr the Pocts dreamt of their C, 
Or what the Saints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, 

When Nature was not yet deform'd by Winter, 

But one perpetual Beauty crown'd the Year, 

Such have we found em ſtill, ſtill, ſtill the ſame. 

Ofw. Such grant, kind Heavn, their Courſe to be for ever; 
But yet, my Prince, forgiye your faithful O. 2 
If he believes you melt with too much Tenderneſs; 

Your noble Heart forgets its native Greatneſs, 
And ſinks in Softneſs, when you languiſh thus, 
Thus ſigh and murmur but for ſix Days Abſence. 

Ari. Chide not; but think if cer, when thou wert young, 
Thou loyd'ſt thy ſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 
Of Time, of Love, of Abſcnce and Impatience. 

What! fix long Days and never write nor ſend, 

Tho Adelmar and Kewwals, faithful both, 2 
Were leſt behind, to bring me Tiding from her: 
How , Zabelinda] how haſt my forgot me! 


Ofw. 


* 
| A 
* | | * 
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As wand' ring Fancy 


. — — —— — — —— — 


95 aw. — | err; but if the Pain be ſuch, 
hy is the Fair One, who alone can raſe ir. 


Thul far divided from your longing Arms? 


Tvere better ne er to part, than thus to mourn. 
Ari. Oh Oſwald is there not a fatal Cauſe? 
Thou know'ſt my Erhelinda —— 
Ofw. Is a Chriſtian, 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods abhorr'd. 
To me het diffexing Faich impotts not much; 6 
'Tis true indeed, bred to my Country's Manners, 
I worſhip as my Fathers did before me. * 
Unpractis'd in Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
Fray no further Knowledge, and ſo keep 
wy Mind at Reace, nor know the Pain of doubting , if 
hat others think I judge not of too nicely, 
But hold, all honeſt Men arc in the right. 
Ari. Then know yet_more; for my whole Breaſt is thine, 
Ev'n all my ſcerer-Soul I am 2 Chriſtian. | 
'Tis Ar to tell; for oh, my Oſwala, 


ls liſten'd to the Charmer of my Heart; 


Still, as the Night that fled away, I ſate, com, 
1 — her with an Eloquence divine, of 
Reaſon of holy and myſterious Truth; Pad 
Of Heav'ns moſt righteous Doom, of Man's Inj juſtice 3. 4 
Of Laws to curb the Will, and bind the Paſſions; 
— Life, of Death, and Immortality ; 
or grating Fiends beneath, and zins Eternal; 
arry Thrones, and endleſs Joys above. 

My very Soul was aw'd, was ſhook within me; 
Methought I heard diſtinct, 1 ſaw mog. plain, ; 
Some Angel, in my Ethelinda's Form, | 
Point our my Way to everlaſting Happineſs, ©. 

Ofw. Tis wonderful indeed; and yet great Souls, 
By Nature half diyane, ſoar to the Stars, N 
And hold a near Acguzintange with the Gods, a 2a 8 
And oh, m Prisce, when I ſu uryey thy Virtu pac. - - ., Oh 
I own the Seal of 0 n imprinted 91 thee; | 0 1 
I ſtand convinc' ood and holy Powers.” | 
Inſpire and take o well within t 
Yet Crowds will 1955 1 and ti Po Reach” 
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How will the King 0 185 Tags 10 E M= wor 
VP 1 Approre 
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The: Royal. Cub 


A pprove this Bride and Faith ꝰ Had Royal Hengif, © 
Thy Father, liv'd! —-. vr 7h 
Ari. Tis ts no we periſh, | A's 
Thou bring'ſt his Image to my Thoughts, | 
And now he ſtands bcfore me, — fierce, 2 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Death 
Tenacious of his Purpoſe one reſol yd. 
Juſt ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and frowning 
He forc'd the King, my Brother, and my ſelf, 
To knecl and ſwear at Hoa cruel Altar, 
Firſt, never to forgo our Country's Gods; 
Then made us vow with deepeſt Imprecations, 
If it were cithers Fortune &er to Wed, 
Never to chuſe a Wife among the Chriſtians. + 
Ow. Have you not fail'd in both? 
Ari. Tis true, I have, 
But for a Cauſe ſo juſt, ſo worthy of me, 
That not t' have faikd in both, had been t'have fail'd. 
Yes, Ofi-ald, by the conſcious Judge within, 
So do I ſtand acquitted to my telf, * * 
That were my Ethelinda free from Danger, 
On Peril of my Life, I would make known, 
And to the World avow my Love and Faith. 
Ofw. I dare not, nay tis ſure I cannot blame you; 
You arc the ſecret Worſhip of my Soul, 
To me fo perfect, that you cannot err. 
But oh! my Prince, let me conjure you now, 
By that moſt faithful Service Ive ſtill paid you, 
By Love, and by the gentle Erhelinds, + 
Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence. 
In holy Matters, Zeal may be your Guide, 
And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'n; 
But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe. 
Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry Face of Things 
Beſpeaks our cooleſt Thoughts: The Brits King, 
Ambrofius arms, and calls us forth to Battel, 
' Demanding back the fruitful Fields of Kent, 
By Vortigern to Royal gion; 
A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxos Lives - 
Were loſt, in propping Britains ſinking State. | 
Oſw. The War with Britain is a diſtant Danger, 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtick Fears. | 
3 | e Young 


The King forbad the Rites. 


4 The Royal Conroert. 
Young Offs, chief among our Saxon — 
Who at 2 King's Entreaty friendly 
From Northern at land, and the Banks ike of Elbe, 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 
Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of Wrongs, 
And wears a publick Face of Diſcontenr. 

Ari. Tis ſaid he is offended, chat the Kiog 
Delays to wed his Siſter. | 

O/w. Twas a 
Twas made the firſt Condition of their Fri N 
And ſworn with - the Pomp of Prieſts and dan, | 
That beauteous R N dee be our 
Then wherefore this 1 was hix'd, 
The Feaſt was bid, 24 l proclaim'd to all; 
The Croud grew jovial with the — of Holy-Days, 
And each, according to our Country's Manner, 
Provok'd his Fellow with a friendly Bowl, 
And bleſs'd the Royal Pair; when on the Morn, 
The very Morn that ſhould have join d their Hande, 


Ari. Ivo Days are paſt, 

Nor has my Brother yet diſelos d the Cauſe. 

Laſt Night, at parting from him, he ſtopp'd ſhort, 
Then catch'd my Hand, and with a troubl'd Accent, 


Wich Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow, 


2 Ol ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and ha 


He told me he had ſomething to impart, | 
And wiſh'd that I wou'd wax him in the Morning. 
Ofw. But ſee, Prince Of and his beauteous Siſter: 
. The King's moſt fayour'd Counſellor, old Srofride, 
Is with em too, . 
Ari. Retire, I not meet em. 
That Princeſs, 2 is eſteem d a Wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
Doſt thou got mark? there is I ys - 


erf pon. but awesy I gaze d, 
And Fear prevents Deſire 80 Men tremble, 
When Light ning ſhoots in glictering Trails along: 
It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the gloomy Night, 
But * ir _ 'tis fatal. 
: | [Exennt Aribert and Oſwald. 
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Eater Offa, R Scofrid, and Arten deve: 
Offs. By Haden, no | I w 1 41" 
R had elſe been ſwift. —So high I hold 
The Honour of a Soldier and a King, 
I wo'not think your Maſter meant ra wrong me. 
Let him beware howgyer !—jcalous Fri 
And Beauty's tender Fame, can brook no Sli 
What in a Foc I or deſpiſe, 
Is deadly from a Friend, and ſo to be repaid. 
hateyer Fame or antient Story tells, 
Of Brother's Love, or celcbrated Friends, 
Whoſe Faich, in Perils oſt, and oft in Dcath, 
Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the Truth, * ſuch the grateful Mind 


Of Royal Hengif wo the Priper 
Nor you, fair frown, if 2 and Troubles, 


If watchful Councils, and if Cares, which wait 
On Kings, the Nurſing- Fathers of their People, 
Wich- hold a while the Monarch from your Arms. 
Rods. When hierce leads e Britains * 
Thunders in Arms, and ſhakes the duſty Field, 

It ſuits = wary Maſter's Caution vo 

To fic with dreaming Heads at Council, 

And waſte the Midnight Taper in Debatcs. 

But let him ſtill be wiſe, conſult his Safety, 

And trouble me no more. Does he ſend thee * 

With Tales of dull Reſpect, and faint Excuſes 7 

Tell him he might have ſpar'd the formal Meſſage, 

Till ſome kind Friend had told him how I languiſh'd, 
How like a Turtle I bemoan'd his Abſence. | 


Pardon, fair Excellence, if falt ring Age : 

Pro the Paſſion I was bid to paint, 

And drops the Tale imperfect from my Tongue. 

But Layers beſt can plead their Cauſe themlclves ; 

And ſee, your Slave, the King, wy Maſter, comes, 

To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vows, 

And pay his humble Homage at your Feet. 

Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants. 
King. But that I truſt not to that Babler, Fame, 

Who, carcleſs of the = of Kings, 

Scatters lewd Lies among be Croud, ny wins 
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I ſtand accug'd __®* * * 3 
30 


If that be yet an Oarh, refolyc'me, 
Say thou, who know ſt, what fudden ſecret a 


And ſuffer Hymen holy Fires tolanguith Key 1 i 152 


With more than mortal Cares? 


Thou haſt heard me, and be ſatisfy d—if not, 


4 Know, fai 
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Ofa. How, Sir ? 
King. So ſpeaksRep6 et 
As wanting to my Hon 
you I ſtand accus d. 
OH. Now by our F nech 
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Thee this due; 


Whence are theſe Doubts between us, 


Has ſtept between, and daſh d the publick 


WR - x — 
Thou call ſt me Brother; wherefore wait 2 


Prieſts, 


7 * 


What hinder but that now the Rites 
That now we loſe all Thoughts of — | Peaſe, Ne 
And in the Temple tie the ſacred 


Of Love and Friendſhip, to endure Bebe: m 
King. What binder it indeed, bur that which 0 A « 


This medly War within? but char which cadfts' 1X * 


This Sickgels of the Soul, and . her den WW + ke. 


A 


Ofa. What ſhall I call | 
This ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head, ak 


And loves to lurk in Shades? Hive royal N- Minds | 


Such Thoughts as ſhun the Day ? 
King. Urge me no farther, 


But, like a Friend, be willing not to TED 
What to reveal would giye thy Friend a Pain. 


Be till the Partner of my Heart, and ſhare 
In Arms and Glory. with me; but oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro one Thought, 


One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 
That makes me act a Madman's Part before thee, 


And talk Confuſion—if thou art my Friend. 


I have too much deſcended from my ſelf 


-. To make the mean Requeſt—vut reſt we here. 


To you, fair Princeſs 
Rogo. No I needs.no mores 


For I 1 
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And bid thee ſin ſecure, bs ſafely ——_ 9 

Since if our Gods behold thoeweirhy | 

Their Thunder Hall be kepttforanabler 

* what they ſcorn, like me they ſhall 

3 * When Anger lightens in ti Fa 
ly we bow, as to offended Hleav'n, © 


Wok Lind Obedience, and ſubmiſſive " Wortip 
Nor with too curious Beldneſt"raſhly'reafon” 16 1 


r A 


N 


Of what is juſt or ur), ſueh ligt o j, cr | 


Is to its ſelf a Rul&/andcanneverg oo 9 15 


Vet this may be permitted me to ſpeak, 1 

Howeer hd teſent Cireumſtance reproach — 

Vet ſtill 

My Eyes confels yo 
Rodo. Whate tet N Mm gmd af 

ls of my ſelf, by native Worth exiſting, ay rnd 

Secure, and independent of thy Praiſm 


Nor let it ſeem too proud a Boaſt, if Minds - 4 v3; 


By Nature great, are conſcious of their Gre . 0 * b 


* 
_ hold it mean'to borrow! ought groan 
Tp You „ 


Hengift, 
Perhaps 5 c 100 this gener 15 
That bl burns upon my eek; 
And ſparktef n A e . 
The Ma of a' — forſaken Maid; 
Who rails at faithleſs MTs nin Monirch— 
For know c'en from the firſt may Soul din thy 
Nor am I left b thee; ber ches wo — br _ 
So was thy Falſh So Wal — a 
_ by 4 Purpoſe bonum 


— Fac x for vainſy chink 1 free, 
ile all he 1 * at His Hour of Birth, 
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Or by his Gods, or 
O. No more, my ier 


And mark out Right and 
While the Brave . 10 
They hold themſelves tht BY 


And ſuffer Wron from none. 
| To ask again the bn owe 


that be = latis 
d Brothers 


| aar, 5 


i wt or + om 


. oy ach: 


Av your U 0 n 
3 — 4 
a Fair — Riu belly £917 441 5 


11.1%» 831 
214.3 184187 
— ors L144 4 243 
ti 


9 
6 = 


1 9 
I -- 
. 


, 
10 & 


HCL 


"this Man, tho" lined a. bai 


* 
8 + 
84 4 


— 
: 


ent Stari ordiin d. {1:4 & 23 { 


** 


5113 #43 i O01 


e ja 4 0 
n 
249221 |» 151 8 


Me e 


* Soon as ere Dawns, axpattng—— — 


I at not ug'd to wait; — 84 N. 598 
as the former two, * 


4 14 n - 's ” 3 ov 
N "% 
= I» . 
- 
7 * © 
.* T7 


Paſs 


ine er 
Seof. Beſeech you, Sir, de elm, , [Te the King. 
The Valiant Prince, ———— | | 

Of. Tho' I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 

| oro 

And Em e in Britain, upon 
Believe ne! would till be found thy Friend. 


[ 
Kine. No, I renounce. that Friendſhip , — | 
* Name and Empire both for ever; * 


What. are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth, 
What are their Purple, and their Crowns to me, 


A If I am curſt within, and want thar Huge 8 


1 And never 
5 Fu worry ig 


Which every Slave 
Seof. My Maſter, | 
It Racks m aged Heart to ſee you thus, Gen 
But oh ! what Aid, . 
When all yon Eaſtern Down, ev'n to the - 
That bellowing beats on Dever's Chalky C | 
With creſted Helmets thick embatrel'd ſhines 
Wich theſe your Rriends, hat are you 2 
With theſe your Foes—Oh! let me "laſs that er 
And rather think I ſex you Britains Rings 
 Ambroſixs yanquilh'd, — the fartheſt Pi 
Submitted to your Sway, tho the ſame 1 
- Diſcoyer'd to my View che haughty Rodogune © Fg 
Plac'd on ya brone, and Partner of your Bed. PW: 
King. What, ſhoyld I barter for Ambition, 
Forſake my Heav'n of ico wy to 8 
Take a —— oped 


enjoys? 


Thr ” 


Who wiclds the = 
To meet theip Fury. 


The Royal Corfoert:: 
Seof. The Herde and the King are glorious Names, 
But oh! my Maſter, wherefore is the Pt 
In Honour's Name remember what you arc, 
Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, 
And urge our way to Glory : Leave with Scorn 
Unmanly Pleaſures to unmanly Minds, 
And thro? the rough, the thorny Paths of Danger, 
Aſpire ON age — nes. * 
ing. Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely Morals, 
The fond deluding Sophiſtry of Schools. 8 
Who would be great, but to be happy too ? 
And yet ſuch Ideots are we, to exchange 
Our Peace and Pleaſure for the Trifle Glory; 
W hat is the Monarch, mighty, rich and great? 
What? but the common Victim of the State: 
Born to grow old in Cares, to waſte his Blood, 
And till be wretched for the publick Good. 
So by the Prieſts the nobleſt of the Kind 
Is, to attone the angry Gods, deſign'd , 
And while the meaner ſort from Death arc freed, 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to lead, 5 
Is doom'd for fatal Excellence to bleed, _ [ Extumt. 


End of the Firſt AB. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Enter the King and Seoftid. 


King. O more of theſe unneceſſary Doubts: 
| Thy cold, thy cautious Age is vainly anxious, 
Thy Fears are unauſpicious to my Courage, ALE. 
And chill the native Ardour of my Soul. 

This ſullen cloudy Sky that bodes a Storm 

Shall clear, and every D fleet away 
Our Saxon ſhall forget the preſent Diſcord, 
. Britons with united Arms; 
men (hall be aton'd, ſhall join two Hearts 
Agreeing, kind and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the Pledge 2 Peace. 
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Seof. Propitious God of Love, encline his Heart 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, 
And yield Submiſſion to the haughty Maid. 


Thou that delight'ſt in cruel Wantonneſs, 


To join uncqual Necks beneath thy Yoak, 


For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 


With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike. 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd Kingdoms, ſave one now, 


And thoſe who curſt thee, parſimonious Age 
And rigid Wiſdom, ſhall raiſe Altars to thee. 


Enter Aribert. 


King. But ſec he comes, and brings our Wiſhes with him. 


Oh, Aribert! my Soul has long deſir'd thee, 
Has waited long for thy Relief, and wanted 
To ſhare the Burthen which ſhe bears with thee, 
And give thee half her Sorrows. 

Ari. Give me all, 


N Ey'n all the Pain you feel, and let my Truth 
Be greatly try'd, let there be much to ſuffer, 


To prove how much my willing Heart can bear, 
To eaſe my King, my Brother and my Friend. 

King. I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip, 
And therefore all my Hope of Peace dwells wich thee. 
For oh! my Heart has labour'd long with Pain, 


I have endur'd the Rage of ſecret Grief, 


A Malady that burns and rankles inward, 


| And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. 


Ari. Speak it, nor wound the Softneſs of my Soul 


With theſe obſcure Complainings; ſpeak, my Lord. 


King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curſe, 
This galling Yoak to which my Neck is doom'd, 
This Bride—ſhe is my Plague—ſhe haunts my Dreams, 


Invades the ſofter ſilent Hour of Reſt, 
And breaks the balmy Slumber. Night grows tedious, » 


She ſeems to lag, and hang her fable Wing; 
And yet I dread the Dawning of the Morn, 
As if ſome ſcreaming Sprite had (hreik'd, and call'd, 


Hengiſt, ariſe, to Morrow is thy laſt. 


Ai. A thouſand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, 


I tell the Rack within read it plain. 8 
But oh! my King, what Prophet could Have dreim 


The Royal Cunverr. 


A Turn like this? they Shouty Bones caſtong, | 
And Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, ce you moſt. 

King. Oh! wherefore nam'ſt thou Love? Can there be Love, 
When Choice, the free, the chearful Voice of Nature, 
And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege, is wanting ? 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride or Bridegroom, 
On any Brute but Man? Obſerve the Beaſts, 
And mark the feather'd Kind; does not the Turtle, 
When Venus and the coming Spring incite him, 
Chuſe out his Mate himſclf, and love her moſt, 
Becauſc he likes her beſt? But Kings muſt wed, 
Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty ! 
That ſordid Slaves may ſweat and cat in Peace. | 

Ari. Tis hard indeed Would ſhe had never come, 

This 

King. So would I! - but now—— 

Ari. Ay | now what Remedy? 
When to refuſe the Saxon s Siſter, 
Shall ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hengi/ft, 
The famous, the victorious Name of Heng, | 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. 

King. Yes, my Brother, 
There is a Remedy, and only one. 
This proud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Soul 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, 
Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the Stars, 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, 
Ev'n ſhe, with all that Majeſty and Beauty, 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex, 
She has the Paſſions of a very Woman, 
And doats on thee, my Aribert. 

Ari. On me 
What means my Lord? impoſſible ! 

King. Tis true; | 
As true, as that my Happineſs depends 
Upon her Love to thee. My faithful Seofrid 
Has pierc'd into her yery inmoſt Heart, 
And found thee reigning there. | 
* 2 all is plain: 2 2 

y ſwelling Heart heaves at the W ou do me, 
And wo'not be repreſt. - Some Fiend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in * Breaſt, 
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And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſie. 
But 5425 ſhould I ſeek for Fiends from Hell, 


And trace the Malice of the Thought from far, 


Since the perfidious Author ſtands confeſt ? 
This Villain has traduc'd me. 

Seof. By the Soul 
Of your victorious Father, Royal Hengiſt, 

My ever gracious, ever honour'd Maſter, 
Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seofria, 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrwe to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 
King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doube 
His oft, his well-try'd Faith. But caſt thy Eyes 
Back on thy ſelf, and while I hold the Mirror, 
Survey thy ſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: 

Survey thy youthſul Form, by Nature faſhion'd 

The moſt uncrring Pattern of her Skill; 
The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o er thee, 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 
That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 
Bchold— nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn'd, 
And purple Majeſty, looks yile before thee. 
Ari, Oh! whither, whither-would you lead? and why 

This Prodigality of ill-tim'd Praiſe? 

Seof. Were you not all my Royal Maſter ſaid, 

Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the ſoft Sex, 
Yet that ſhe loves is plain, from 

Ari. Hence, thou Sycophant! 

Seof. Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, 
Nor have I other Meaning than your Service; 

But that the Princeſs loves you is moſt true. 

Emma, the chicf, moſt fayour'd of her Women, 

The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 

To me avow'd her Paſſion, and howe'er 

Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay; 

Yet in her Heart with-Pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 

And would forego, tho hard to Womankind, . 

*Fhe Pride, high Place and Dignity of Empire, 


I To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 


The Grace and Sweetnels of thy Youth, * 


- 


_  - King. Why doſt thou turn ng bl wherefore deform, 
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The” Royal Coroert. 
With that ungentle Frown? Art thou not pleas'd 
To ſce the Tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee . 
Unask'd a Prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The Great Ones of the Earth might ſtrive in ny 
And Empires well be loſt ? 
Ari. Are we not Brothers? a 
We are; and Nature form d us here alike; 
Save that her partial Hand gave all the Majeſty 
And Greatneſs to my King, and leſt me rich 
Only in Plainneſs, Friend 
Then wonder not our Paſſions are the ſame; 
That the ſame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous Stranger; 
Is not my Heart like yours? 
King. Come near, my Brother; 
And while I lean thus tondly on thy Boſom, 
J will diſcloſe my inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ey'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert; I doat to Death: 
The raging Flame has touch'd my Heart, my Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. 
Ari. Tis moſt unhappy! 
But ſay, what Royal Maid, or Savon born; 
Or in the Britiſ Court, what fatal Beauty 
Can rival Rodogwne's Imperial Charms? 
King. Tis all a Tale of Wonder, tis a Riddle. 
High on a Throne, and Royal as I am, 
I want a Slave's Conſent to make me happy. 
Nay more, poſſeſs d of her I love, or Love, 
Or ſome Divinity more ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor have I yet-enjoy'd her. 
Tho' I have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, 
And of a unknown, I oft have offer'd+ | 
To raiſe her to my Throne, make her my Queen; 
Vet ſtill her colder Heart denies my Suit, 
And weeping, ftill ſhe anſwers, *Tis in vain. 
Ari. My = all, and dark! Vet ſuch is Love,, 
And ſueh — Laws of his fantaftick Empire. 
The wanton Boy delights to bend the wk” 
_— ſcoffs at the yain Wiſdom of tha M 


- 


ip, Truth and Tenderneſs. 
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* Drink deep the luſcious Banquet, and forget 


King. Here in my Palace, in this next Apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seof7:4, | 
The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's dear Hope 
Remains, at once my Captive andi my Queen. 
Ari. Hal in — 2 here! — | 
King. Ev'n here, my Brother. 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I truſt. The Cares 
Of Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs draw me hence, 
But Seofrid ſhall ſtay, and to thy Eyes 
+ - »- + , "| The King figns #0 Seofrid, who goes out. 
Diſcloſe the ſecret Treaſure! Oh, my Aribert, 
Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my Peace, 
When thou beholdſt thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 
And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
Leſt while conflicting with a Sea of Sorrows, 
The proud Waves over- bear him, and he periſh. 
Ari. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my Royal Brother, 
If my own Life be dear to me as yours. 7 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is yours. 
If I am circumſcrib'd by Fate, oh! pity me, 
That I can do no more; for oh, my King, 
I would be worthy of a Brother's Name, 
Would keep up all my Int'reſt in your Heart, 
That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May happen that I ſhall) when I fall proſtrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling ask a Boon, 
The greateſt you can give, or I can ak, 
I may find Favour in that Day before you, 
And bleſs a Brother's Love, that bids me live. 
King. Talk not of asking, but command my Pow'r. 
By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon Gods, 
I {wear, the Day that ſees thee join'd to Rodogwne, 
Shall ſee thee crown'd, and Partner of my. Throne. 
Whate'er our Arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 
Thine be the Pow'r, and mine but half the Name. 
With Joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Field 
To thee I leave this nobleſt Iſle to ſway, 
And teach the ſtubborn Britains to obey; 
While from my Cares to Beauty I retreat, | 8 | 


ter King, 


That Crowns are glorious, or that Kings are 
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Mauer Aribert. 
Ari. Oh fatal Loye!— curſt unauſpicious Flame 
Thy baleful Fires blaze o'er us hike a Comet, 
And threaten Diſcord, Deſolation, Rage, 
And moſt malignant Miſehief. _—— Lord — 8 
What l! muſt I wed R Miſery |!— 
Fantaſtick Cruelty of Hoodwink'd Chance! | 
There is no end of Thoughr— the Labyrinth winds, 
And I am loſt for ever. Oh! where now, 
Where is my Edbelinda now! —thar dear one, 
That gently us'd to breath the Sounds of Peace, 
Gently as Dews deſcend, or Slumbers creep; 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous Soul, 
And huſh me to a Calm. 
Exner Seofrid and Echelinda. 
Seof. Thus ſtill ro weep, 
Is to accuſe my Royal Maſter's Truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt Meaning; 
With Honour — 
Ethel. Keep, oh keep him in that Thought, 
And ſave me A*. Pollution. Let me know 
All Miſeries beſide, each kind of Sorrow, 
And prove me with variety of Pains, 
Whips, Racks and Flames: For I was born to ſuffer 3 
And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, 
That Pow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me free. 5 
Ari. It cannot be— No, tis Illuſion all, [Seeing ber. 
Some mimick Fantom wears the lovely Form, 
Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice, to mock me, 
Io ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 
Ethel. And do I fee thee then! my Lord! my 1 
What! once more hold thee in my tremblin ' 
Here let my _ and here my Sorrows — 


e a Wh 

Bur mark ta? e C. 
ut 4 a little further. | : 4 
Evhel. Keep me here, 

On bind me to thy Breaſt aun hold me falt; 

For if we part once more, 'twill be for ever. 

It is not to be told what Ruin follows. 

Tis more than Death, tis all that we can fear, 

And we ſhall never, RPA ca 


16 To 0 c 
"Ari. Then here, thus folded in each others Arms, 
Here, let us here reſolvo to die together; 
Deſie the Malice of our cruel Fate, 
And thus preſerve the ſacred Bond OE 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain d to laſt oe ever. 
But tis in vatn, tis torn, tis broke alrea 1 
And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 
Has ruin'd and deform'd the — Work of Heav'n: 
Elſe, wherefore art thou here! Tell me at once, 
And ſtrike me to the Heart But tis too plain: 
1 read thy Wrongs -I read the horrid Inceſt —— 
56 Ha ! f 1 ſaid he, Inceſt ! 
Oh! forbear 
The dreadful impious Sound; T ſhake with — 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heay'n, 
Thou that haft been my ſure Defence till now, 
Guard me from Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 
Ari. Ves, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 
Phe is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs, | 
For this bad World is leagu'd with Hell againſt her, 
And only you can fave her. —I my ſelf, [To Ethel. 
Evin I am ſworn thy Foe, I have Mrs 2 thee, 
My Fondneſs now betrays thee to Deſtruction. 
Ethel. Then all is bad indeed. 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. A 
ilt My heedleſs Tongue has talk d away chy Life: 
b And mark the Miniſter: of both our Fates, ¶ Pointing to Seofrid. 
+». Mark with n Lal he hugs the dear Diſcoyery, - 
And thanks my Folly ford the fatal Secret: 
Mark how * in his working Brain, 
He forms the well. concerted Scheme of Miſchief : 
. Tis fix'd, tis done, and both are doom d to Death 
* And yet there is a Pauſe If Graves are ſilent, 
1 And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living, 
Be Death thy Portion die, and with thee die 
1 The Knowledge of our Loves 
= - [ Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one. Hand, with 
3 the other draws his Sword, and holds it to his Breaſt. 
Se What means my Lord 
Ethel. Oh hold! for Mercy's fake reſtrain thy Hand, 


Holding his Hand. 
/ Blor not 6-4 Wb wich ih gie Blood: 2 N | 
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What would thy raſh, thy frantick Rage intend? 
Ari. Thy S ty, and my own — 

Ethel. Truſt em to Heav'n. 

Seof. Has then my boary Head deſerv'd no Lane, 

Than to behold my Royal Maſter's Son 

Lift up his armed againſt my Life ? 

Ih Prince, oh —— burn your Eyes, and n 

Why is your ſweeteſt Temper turn'd to Fury? 

71. Oh thou haſt ſeen, and heard, and knowl op much 

Haſt pry'd into the Secret of my oe | 

And found the certain Means of 
Seof. Where is the Merit of my — Life, 

The try'd Experience of my faithful M cars! 

Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain! Oy 
Ari. Thou wert m or Father's old, his faithful Servant. 
Seo. Now by thy Lite; our Empire's other Hope, 

O Royal Yourh, I ſwear my Heart bleeds for thee; - 

Nor can this Object of thy fond Deſire, | 

This lovely weeping Fain be deartr . u * 

Than thou 9 Ana Kofid. | 0 

I ſaw thy Love, I Beard thy tender Sorrows, 

With ſomewhat like an anxious Father's Pity, * 

With Cares, and with a thouſand Fears for _ 0 8 

Ari. What! is it 1547) * 50 vital 
Seof. Of all che Names 

Religion knows, point — a. . 

And let me ſwear by that. 

Ari. I would believe: thee. N 
Forgive the Madneſs of my firſt Deſpair * 
¶ Lettring fall bis Sword, 

And if thou haſt Compaſſion, new it nowy | 

Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me,, 

Be now that Guardian Angel which I want, CY. 

Have Pity on my Youth,” and ſave my Love. a 0 


Seof. Firſt then, es fy che faden uf, of fügen _ 


That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt aſſur d: 


The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 
The Dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten youz | 
Vet, would you truſ you to your old Man's C 
I durſt be bold to warrant-yet your Safct x. 
Ari. Perhaps the Hand of Heav'n is ar 


0 n thus unſten — 03 end 
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For thou thy ſelf behold' 
Lov'd her and was belov'd z our meeting Hearts 


It was the ſecond 
When through the Wood I took my uſual Way, 
To ſeek the Coolnefs. of the well-ſpead Shade 
That overlogks the Flood: On a ſear Branch, 
Lo bending to the Bank, I ſate ne down,, 
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Ordains thee for its Inſtrument of good, 


Io me, and to my Love, Then be it ſo, 


I truſt thee with my Life; but oh ! yet more, 
I truſt the with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite Degrees the Life of Aribert; 

I truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, 


My Wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 


That ever wore the Name. | 
Sof. Now Bleſſings on you— 


* May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys attend 


To crown your fair A ffections. May the Sorrows, 
That now fic heavy on 2332 away, 

And a long Train of ſmiling Vears ſucceed, 

To pay you for the paſt. 

Ari. It was my Chance, 


On that diſtinguiſh'd Day when valiant Flavian, 


A Name renown'd among the Brit; Chiefs, 

Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxons, 

To reſcue this his Daughter from the Violence 

Of the fierce Soldiers 77 Nor need I tell thee, 
„that I lov'd her, 


Conſented ſoon, and Marriage made us one. 


Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Croſs, Ar 
t 


Againſt the Saxon Gods, join'd with the Memory 
Of the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 


 Urg'd me to ſeek my Ethelinda's Safety, 


And hide her from the World. Juſt to my Wiſh, 
Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood, 

Cloſe by whoſe Side the ſilver Medway ran, 

I found a little pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 


A Manſion fit for Innocence and Love, 


Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around it 
To keep off Violence —— But forc'd from thence—— 


iF 10 whom betray'd —— Why I behold her here —— 


ere I am Joſt ——- 
Ethel. There my ſad Part begins. | 
orn ſince thou hadſt left me, 


»4 "IS 


| Muking | 


He could not leave me; with ten thakad Ravi 
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Muſing and ſtill; my Hand ſuſtain'd my Head, 
My 2 were fix d upon the paſſing Stream, 

my Thoughts were bent on Heay'n and thee. 

When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 
Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung d amidſt the River. 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe, 
There follow'd hard a Man of Royal Port. | 
I roſe, and would have fought the thicker Wood; 
But while I hurry'd on m my 12 Flight, 
My heedleſs Fee: eet deceiꝰ d me, = 1 fell. 
Strait leaping from his Horſe, he rais'd me up. 
Surpriz'd and troubl'd at the ſudden Chance, 
I begg'd he would permit me to retire, 
But he, with furious, wild, diſorder'd Looks, 
His Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing Flame, 
Swore twas impoſſible; he never would, 


The Dictates - his looſer Rage. At length 

He ſeiz d my trembling Hand, I ſhriek d, and call'd 

To Heay'n Aid, when 1n a luckleſs Hour, 

Your faithful N Adelmar and Kenwald, 

Came up, and loſt their Lives in my Defence. 
Ari. Where will the Horror of thy Tale have End? 
Ethel. The furious Kin (for bor ſuch I found he was) 

By three Attendants — U c me away, 

Reliſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fears. 

Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplore 

Our Common Woes; for mine, I know, are thine. 
Ari. Witneſs the Sorrows. of the preſent Hour, 

The Fears that rend ey'n now my lab'ring Heart, 

For thee, and for my ſelf, And yet, alas! 

What arc the preſent Ills, compar'd to thoſe 

That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer? 

Think where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodg'd, 

The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luſt, 

Are bent on thee, tis Hell's important Cauſe, 

And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm d againſt thee, 4 
Ethel. Tis terrible! my Fears are mighty on me, 

And all the Coward Woman trembles i — bun. 

But oh! when Hope and never failing 


Revive my fainting Soul, and lift m 
Up to yon azure Sky, cages, WR 
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Mlethinks I read my gufety written there 
Methinks I ſee the Warlike.Hoft of Heavin 
Radiant in glittering Arms, and beamy Gold, 
The great Angelick Pow'rs go forth by Bands, 

To ſuccour Truth and Innocence below. . 
Hell trembles at the Sight, and hides its Head 
In utmoſt Darkneſs, A ile on Earth each Heart, 
Like mine, is fill'd with Peace and Joy unutterable. 

Seof. Whatever Gods there be, their Care you are. 
Nor let your gentle Breaſt harbour one Thought 
Of Outrage from the King: His Noble Nature, 
Tho? warm, tho' fierce, and prone to ſudden Paſſions, 
Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent Rage 
Ebbs out, and cooler Reafon comes again. 
Should he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 
Urg'd by his Love, ruſh on to impious Force, 
If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extream, 

On Peril of my Life I will aſſiſt you, 
And you ſhall find your Safety in your Flight. 
Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care 
Be watchful, to preſerve her from Diſhonour. 
Seof. Reſt on my Diligence and Caution ſafe. 
Eer twice the Ruler of the Day return, 
To gild the chalky Cliffs on Britain's Shoar, 

Some favourable Moment ſhall be found, 
To moye the King, your Royal Brother's Heart, 
With the ſad tender Story of your Loyes. 


Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward Sorrows | 


With well-diſſembled neceſſary Smiles; | 
Let the King read Compliance'in your Looks, 


At preſent, to prevent his Doubts, twere fit 

That you ſhould take a haſty Leave, and part. 
Ethel. What! muſt we part? Fu 
Seof. But for a few ſhort Hours, 

That you may mcet in en, and part no more. 
Ari. Oh fatal Sound! 


I gaze, and 1 Comfort from thy Beauty; 
Thuy gentle Eyes ſend forth a quick ning Spirit, 
And feed the dying Lamp of Life withih me; 


| oh Grief unknown till now! 
While thou art preſent my ſad Heart ſeems lighter; _ 


A free and ready yielding to his Miſhes. 5 
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Vet oh! when thou att gone; and ny fond Eyes OY 


Shall 
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Shall ſeck thee all around, but ſeck in vain, 
W hat Pow'r, What Angel mall ſupply thy Place, 
Shall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 
And ſave my Soul from Death ? 
Ethel. My Life! my Lord! 
What would my Heart ſay to thee !—but no more 
Oh lift thy Eyes up to that Holy Pow'r, a ö 
Whoſe wondrous Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 
Thy Ethel;n4a taught thee firſt" to know ; 
There fix thy Faith, and triumph der the World: 
For who can help, or who can ſave beſides ? 
Does not the Deep grow calm, and the rude North 
Be huſh'd at his Command? thro! all his Works, 
Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice? | 
| Hear and Obcy? Then what is impious Man 
That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our Cauſe ? 
That Hcay'n ſhall make my Aribert its Care, 5 


Shall to thy Groans and Sighings lend an Ear, 
And fave thee in the moment of Deſpair. 
Ari. Oh! thou haſt rouch'd me with the ſacred Theme, 
And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Flame; 
An active Hope grows buſie in my Breaft, 
And ſomcthing tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 
Like thine, my Eyes the Starry Thrones purſue, 
And Heay'n diſclos'd ſtands open to my View; 
And ſec the Guardian Angels of rhe Good, 
Reclining ſoft on many a Golden Cloud, 
To Earth they ſeem their gentle Heads to bow, * 
And pity what we ſuffer here below: | 
But oh] to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 
Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn : * 
Thee, oh my Love, their common Care they make. * 
Me to their kind Protection too they take, + 
in And ſave me for my Erhelinda's ſake. f 
| [ Exeunt Scofrid aud Ethelinda at one Door, 
Aribert at the other. 


End of the Second AR. 
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And Triumph of a wretched Inſe 
Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, 


* —— ͤ— — — + 163 
— 
* 
= 
* 


And pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
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ACT IL SCENE 1 
Enter Seofrid. 


Leo,. HAT is the boaſted Majeſty of Ki 
. eee 
Upon that meaneſt of their Paſſions, Love? 

The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'd to raiſe, 

To raiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame, 


A Woman's Hand o'er-turns. The Cedar thus, 


That lifted his aſpiring Head to Heav'n, 


Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, 


Is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy'd, 
He ſinks at once to Earth, the migh Ruin, 
s Pow'r. 


My Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil? 
I would preſerve em both, the Royal Brothers, 


But if their Fates ordain that one muſt fall, 


Fhen let my Maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian Woman—— 
Ay, there the Miſchief comes What are our Gods, 
That they permit her to deſie their Pow'r ? 


But that's not much, let their Preiſts look to that. 


Were ſhe but well remoy'd—But then the King 
Why, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 

A thouland Things may cure him—would 'twere done, 
And my Head ſafe—That! let me look to that 


But ſee the Husband comes! ha !— not ill thought, 


It ſhall be try d at leaſt. 


Enter Aribert. 


Ari. Still to this Place 


My Heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 
Hither my Feet unbidden find their way. 
Like a fond Mother from her dying Babe 


Forc'd by officious Friends, and Servants Care, 


linger at the Door, and wiſh to know, 
Yet dread to hear the Fate of what I Love. 
Oh Seofrid! do'ſt thou not wonder much, 


Thus 
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Thus in a Moment chang'd from Hot to Cold, 
My active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
Anon thus drooping ; Death in my pale Viſage, 
My Heart, and my chill Veins, al ing with Deſpair. 
Seof. I bear an equal Portion of your Sorrows, 
Your Fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, 
I would partake your Hopes; but my cold Age, 
Still apt to doubt the worſt 

Ari. What do'ſt thou doubt? 

Keef. Nay ! nothing worſe than what we both have fear'd. 

Ari. How! nothing !—ſpeak thy Fear; 

Seo. Why—nothing new. 
The King— that's all. 

Ari. The King !—Oh that's too much 
And yet—yet there is more, I read it plain 
In thy dark ſullen Viſage — like a Storm 
That gathers black upon the frow ning Sky, 
And grumbles in the Wind But let it come, 
Let the whole Tempeſt burſt upon my Head, 
Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder rive me; 
For oh tis ſure the Fear of what may come, 
Does far tranſcend the Pain. 

Sof. You fear too ſoon, 
And Fancy driyes you much too fiercely on; 
I do not ſay that w 1 ＋ will: 
Chance often mocks what wilely we foreſce. 
Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all, 
And order as they pleaſe their World below. 
The King, tis true, is Noble—but Impetuous; 
And Love, or call it by the courſer Name, 
Luſt is, of all the Frailties of our Nature, 
What moſt we ought to fear; the headſtrong Beaſt 
Ruſhes along, impatient for the Courſe; 
Nor hears the Rider's Call, nor feels the Rein. 

Ari. What wouldſt thou have me think? 

Seof. Think of the worſt, * 
Your better Fortune vill arrive more welcome. | 
To ſpeak then with that Openneſs of Heart 
That ſhould deſerve your Truſt, I have my Fears. 
| What if, at ſome dead Hour of Night, the King 

Intend a Viſit co your ing Princels. 
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Ari. Ha 
Seof. He may go, tis true, with a fair Purpoſe. 
Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy Slumber, 
Her beating Heart juſt tir'd, and gone to Reſt : 
Mcthinks I ſce her on her Couch repos'd, 
The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded Innocence; 
Wich gentle Heavings riſe her ſnowy Breaſts, 
Soft ſteals the balmy Breath, the roſie He. 
Glows on her Check, a deep Vermilion dycs 
Her dew of Lip, while Peace and ſmiling Joy 
Sit huſh'd and ſilent on the ſleeping Fair. 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King, 
Catch'd with the ſudden Flame, at once he hurns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey. 
Waking the (tarts diſtracted with the F right, 
To Aribert's loy'd Name in vain ſhe flics ; 
Shreiking ſhe calls her abſent Lord in vain. 
The King poſſeſt of all his furious Will — : - 
Ari. Fut ſink the Tyrant Raviſher to Hell, 
Seize him, ye Fiends—firſt periſh thou and I, 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
Blot cy'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 
A Brother !—lI will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, levi 
Be drunk with guſhing Blood, and glut my Venggance 
With his inceſtuous Heart. 
Seo, It is but juſt 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the Thought i 1s dreadful. 
But keep this ſwelling Indignation down, | 
And let your cooler Keats now prevail, a 
| That ma 0 perhaps find out ſome means of Safety. | 
Ari. Talk'ft "thou of Safety !—we may talk of Heay'n, | 
May. gaze with Rapture on yon ſtarry Regions ; 
But who ſhall lend us Wings to reach their height ? 
Impoſſible 
Seof. There is a way yet lefe, 


And only one. 


Ari. Ha! ſpeak 
Seof. Her ſudden Flight. 
Ari. Oh! by what friendly nd Be ſwift to anſwer, 
Nor waſte the precious Minutes with W. * 
. 1 | of. 
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Srof The King, how abſent from the Palace, ſeems - 
To yield a fair Occaſion for your Wies; ; 

A private Poſtern opens to my Gardens, 

Thro' which the beauteous might remove, 
Till Night and a Diſguiſe ſhall further aid her, 

To fly with Safety to the Britons Camp. 

Tis true, one Danger I might well object - 

Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes 
Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. 

If there — Danger, turn it 5 me. 
Let my devoted Hi 

Seof. Nay |—'tis not wr ich, . 

Tis but my Life; and 17 gladly give. its 
To buy your Peace of Mind. = bs. 

Ari. Alas | what meant thou? 

Seof. Does it not follow plain? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his Rage upon this hoary Head? 
Shall not all Arts of Cruelty be tr 
To find out Tortures cqual to my Falhood >. CAE a 
—— you Ne ſcourg d, ore 
y aged Muſcles harrow'd up with \-" p 
Or hear me groaning on the rending R | 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt Senſe 
Of peircing Pain; or ſee me galh'd with Knives, 

And ſear'd with burning Steel, till the ſcorch'd Marrow 

Fries in the Bones, the — ſtart, 

A ſmeary Foam works o'er my gr 2 

And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes 2 tame: 

For thus it be. 

Ari. Oh! my Friend ! my Father! 
It muſt not be, it never can, 24 

Wouldſt thou be kind, and ſave my Ethelinds, 

Leave me to anſwer all m Brother's Fury. 

The Crime, the Falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 

_ uſt to my Wiſh. 

hou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 

Thou know'ſt his own * ere 

Swear that I ſtole her, that I fore d An 0p | 
Frame, with thy utmoſt ng Ts be alc 
And I'll ow it al. Dee ie 13 FILL 
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e Then have yo NT... 
Upor 0 Danger, Sir? 
Ari. Oh, there is none, 
Can be no Danger while my Lore i cafe. | 
Seof. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View. © : 
"When the firſt Violence of ani, is over, 
The Fondneſs of a Brother will return, 
And plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart; 
You will, you muſt be ſafe; and yet tis hard, 
And grieyes me much I ſhould accuſe you to him. 
Ari. Tis that muſt cover the Delign. : But 12 2 
Looſe not a Minute's time. * 
Haſte to remove her from this eurſec Plate; 
My faithful Oſtoala ſhall at N 1 attend thee, 
And help to guard her to the Brirj Camp; 
Thou know'ſt that is not far. 
Seof. Too near I know it. Alu.. 
Ari. She has a Brother there, the noble 2 8 
A gallant Youth, and dear to brave Ambroſius 
To his kind Care reſign thy beauteous Og. | 
Seof. This inſtant T obey you. | | Going. 
Ari. Half my Fears 18 uh 
Are over now — 
Keef. One thing I hat fötg ot. 
It will import us much, nl. you ſhould ſeem = 
Inclin d to meet the Love of haught. lh . 
Twill coſt you but a little Courtly att 
A kind reſpectful Look, join d Vick 2 8 Sigh,” | 
And few ſoft tender Words, that mean ju nothi YT 
Yet win moſt Womens Hearts. But ſee the nr N , 
Conſtrain your Temper, Sir, be falſe, and meet ber vr a Nas 
Wich her own Sex's Arts; putfie you Task 
And doubt not all hall BY to yout With.” [Br Seofd. 
Aribert ſotus.. - 
An. She comes indeed! Now grand ſhall I begin, | >... 
Ho ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a "Tang . 
So different from my "Hears? Oh Erhelinds ! 
Heart was ae to fit and pair with thine, _ 
imple and plain; and fraught with artlel# Ten * 
| 'orm'd to receive one Love, and only one, 
Burp * d and prone and voy fond of chat, 
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It knows not what there can be in Variety, 
And would not if it _ * 

8 ner odogune. 

Rado. Why dal ſtay, 

Why linger thus within this hated Place, 

Where ev'ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 

And calls my injur d Glory to Remembrance? 

The King! —the Wretch; but whercfore did I name him? 
Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Store of We 
Somewhat more Great, more Worthy of thy ſelf, 

Or let the mimick Fancy ſhew its Art, | 

And paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight 

Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth, 

Let manly Grace be temper'd, well with Softneſs; 

Let Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Work, 

And I will call the charming Fantome, Aribert. 

Oh Venus /—whither—whither would I wander? 
Be huſnt, my Tongue ye Gods tis he himſelf — [ Seeing Ati. 
Ari. When, faireſt rinceſa, you ayoid our Court, . | 
And lonely thus from the full Pomp retire, _ _ | 
Love and the Graces follow to your Solitude; "= 
They croud to form the ſhining Circle round you, 

And all the Train ſeems yours; while Purple Majeſty, 

And all thoſe outward Shews which we call Greatneſs, 
Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 

And draw the wondring Gazer's Eyes no more. 

Rodo. The Courtier's Art is meanly known in Britain, 

If yours ra their Service, and their Vows, 
At any Shrine but where their Maſter kneels. 

You know your Brother Pays not his to me, 

Nor would I that he ſhould. 

Ari. The Hearts of Kings 
Are plac'd, tis true, beyond their Subjects ſearch; . 
Yet might I, judge by Love's or Reaſon's Rules, 
| Where ſhall my Brother find on Earth a Beauty, 

Like what I now behold? ; | 

Rodo. That you can flatter, 

Is common to your Sex; you ſay indeed, 
We Women love it—and perhaps we do. * 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
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And our Undoing Joy —ſtill you go on 

And ſtill we — Bur, to change the Theme, 

PII find a fitter for you than my Beaury.—— 
Ari. Then let it be the Love of Row Heng | | 
Rodo. The King, your Brother, could not chuſe an Advocate, 

Whom I would ſooner hear on any Subject, | 


. 


Bating that only one, his Love, than you; 


Tho you perhaps (for ſome have wondrous Arts) 


Could ſoften the harſh Sound. The String that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungtateful to the Senſe, 
With pleaſure feels the Maſter's flying Fingers, 


Spells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers. 


Ari. Then hear me ſpeak of Love.— 
Rods. But not of his. 2 
Ari. Tis true, I ſhould not grace the Story much, 


- *Rude and unskilful in the moving Paſſion, 
I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth, 


Strength, Life, and glowing Colours would be wanting, 

And languid Nature ſpeak the Work imperfect. | 
Rodo. Then bapply yet your Breaſt remains untouch'd 
Tho that ſeems ſtrange : You've ſeen the Court of Britain; 
There, as I oft haye heard, imperial Beauty 
Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Heav'n; 


While all the Fair Ones of our neighbring World, 


With ſecond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The faint Reflections of the Glory there. 
Ari. If eer my Heart encline to Thoughts of Love, 
Methinks I ould not (tho* perhaps I err 
Expect to meet the gentle Paſſion join d 
With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of Beauty, 
But Love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt em. 
Rodo, Then Courts are wretched. 
Ari. So they feem to Love. 
From Pride, from Wealth, from Buſineſs, and from Pow'r, 


- 


Loathing he flies, and ſecks the peaceful Villagez 


He ſeeks the Cottage in the tufted Grove, 
The ruſſet Fallows, and the verdant Lawns, 
The clear cool Brook, and the deep woody Glade, 
Bright Winter Fires, aad Summer Ev'nings Suns: 
Theſe he prefers to gilded Roofs and Crowns; 

Here he delights to Pair the conſtamt Swain, 


With 
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With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding Maid; 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to W ‚ 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth. 3 
Rods. To Minds, which know no better, theſe are Joys; 
But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler Thoughts. 
Love, is in them a Flame that mounts to Heav'n, 
And ſeeks its Source Divine, and Kindred Stars; 
That urges on the Mortal Man to dare, 
Kindles the vaſt Deſires of Glory in him, 
And makes Ambition's ſacred Fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howeer your Tongue diſguiſe your Heart, 
Have meaner Hopes than theſe. 
Ari. Mine have bcen (till | 
Match'd with my Birth; a younger Brother's Hopes. a 
Rodo. Nay more: Methinks 1 read your future Greatneſs; 
And, like ſome Bard inſpir' d, I could foretel | 
What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for you. 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your better Stars are join'd , 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire, 
At once to crown you, and beſtow that Greatneſs, 
Which partial Nature at your Birrh deny'd. 
Enter the King, Guards and other Attendants. . 
King. She muſt, ſhe ſhall be found, tho ſhe be ſunk. 
Deep to the Center, tho Eternal Night 
Spread wide her fable Wing, to ſhade her Beauties, 
And ſhut me from her Sight. But ſay, thou Traitor; 
Thou that haſt made the Name of Friendſhip vile, 
And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 
Where haſt thou bid thy Theft ? 80 young, ſo falſe wa 
Have I not been a Father to thy Youth, | 
And lov'd thee with a more than Brother's Love? 
And am I thus repay'd? — But bring her forth, 
Or by our Gods thou dy'ſt. | 
Rodo. What means this Rage. | [ Aſide, 
Ari. Then bricfly thus: You are my King and Brother, 
The Names which moſt I reverence*on Earth, oy 
And fear offending moſt, Vet to defend | 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
2 2 3 ruſh, | 
nd, in deſpight of proud Tyrannick Pow'r 
Scize and alert my Right. | meer, 
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King.. What, thine! thy Right! 
Riddles and I ales 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt Tie, 
By holy Marriage mine, ſhe is my Wafe. | 
Rods. Racks, Tortures, Madneſs, ſeize me! Oh wt" > 
| k e. 
Ari. I ſee thy Heart ſwells, and thy flaming Viſage | 


Reddens with Rage at this unwelcome Truth; 


But ſince I know my Etbelinda ſafe, 
I haye but little Care for what may happen. 
To Morrow may be Hcay'n's—or yours to take, 


If this Day be my laſt, why farcwel Life; 


I hold it well beftow'd for her I love. ; 
Rodo. May Sorrow, Shame and Sickneſs overtake her, 
And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blafted.  [ Aſide. 
King. So Brave! But I ſhall find the Means to tame you, 
To make thee curſe thy Folly, curſe thy Love, 


And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal Bride. She is a & 
Remember that, fond Boy, and then remember 


hriſtian 3 


That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proſtrate at Woden's Altar, and invoking 


With ſolema Rxnick Rites, our Country's Gods, 


Thou mad'ſt in Preſence of our Royal Father. 
Ari. Yes, I remember well the impious Oath, 
Hardly extorted from my trembling Youth 


When burning with miſguided Zeal, the King 
Compell'd my Knee to bend before his Gods, 


- And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 
Rin. Now by the Honours of the Saxon Race, 


A long and venerable Line of Heroes, 
I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt to Honour, 


And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike Thought. 


Some whining Coward Prieſt has wrought upon thee, 
And drawn thee from our brave Fore-fathers Faith, 


_ Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. 


Ari. Tis much beneath my Courage and my Truth, 

To borrow any mean Diſguiſe from F alſhood. 

No! — tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Light 

Has dawn d, like Day, upon my darker Mind, 

And taught my Soul the nobleſt ule of Reaſon 
3 (RF | | Tavght 


i 


The Royal Convert. 31 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know BF 2: 
The vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being; 
Then, warm with Indignation, to deſpiſe \ 
The Things you call our Country's to ſcorn 
Arid trample on their ignominious Altars. 
King. Tis well, Sir— impious Boy! — Ye Saxon Gods 
And thou, oh Ro F 08 n 28 d Will 
And injur d Majeſty I now aſl: 
Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, hear me, 
While thus I yow to your offended Deitics 
This Traitor's Life; he dies, nor ought on Earth 
Saves his devoted Head. One to the Pricſts 


[Fs th the — 
Bid em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody A 
With ey'ry Circumſtance of Tragick Pomp; 
To Day a Royal Victim bleeds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the Smoak and ſteaming Gore aſcend, 
To glut the Vengeance of our an 

odo. At once ten thouſand racking Paſſions tear me, 
And my Heart heaves, as it would burſt my Boſom. 
Oh can I, can I hear him doom'd to Death, 
Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle Sound to ſave him? 
It w'onot be—and my fierce haug gary Soul a 
Whatc'er ſhe ſuffers, diſdains t d, 
To ſue to the curſt, hated, Tyrant King. wy 
Oh Loye! Oh Glory ! — Wouldſt thou die thus tamelyꝰ 


[To Aribert. 
Is Life ſo ſmall a thing, ſo mean a Boon, > 
As is not worth the asking? Thou art ſilent, 
Wilt thou not plead for Life?! ——Intreat che Tyrant, 
And waken Nature in his Iron Heart. 
Ari. Life has ſo little in it good or pleaſing, 
- That ſince it ſeems not . a Brother's Care, 
'Tis 2 worth m ene 
ng. Sieze him, 
*. 4k him to his Fate. | [Guards ſeize Aribert. 
Rado. Yet, Hengiſt, know, © | 
If thoy ſhalt dare to touch his precious Life, 
Know that the Gods and Rodogune War. 
The ſharpeſt Scourges of 2 
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82 De Royal Convert. 
Fly where thou wilt, the Sword ſhall ſtill purſue 
* ith Vengeance, to a Brother's Murder due. | 
| Driven out from Man, and mark'd for publick Scorn, 
Thy raviſh'd Scepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn. * 
And when at length-thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe, 
- When in the ſilent Grave thou hop'ſt for Peace: 


Think not the Grave ſhall hide thy hated Head; a; 

Kg Still, ſtill I will purſue thy fleeting Shade; 5 
= Fcurs'd thee living, and will plague thee dead. > 
*5 "Wk | [Exit Rodogune. 


King. On to the Temple with him: Let her raye, 
And propheſie ten thouſand thouſand Horrors; 
I could join with her now, and bid em come; 
They fit the preſent Fury of my Soul. 
The Stings of Love and are fix'd within, 
And drive me on to Madneſs. Earthquakes, Whirlwinds, 


A general Wreck of Nature now would pleaſe me. 


For oh! not all the driving wintry War, 
When the Storm groans and bellows from afar, 


When thro the Gloom the glancing Lightnings fly, : 


Heavy the ratling Thunders roll on high, 

And and Earth mix with the dusky Sky; 

Not all thoſe warring Elements we fear, | 

Are equal to the inborn Tempeſt here, N 

Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man controul, 

When Love and Rage contend, and tear the lab'ring Soul. 
EST) Rs et [ Exeunt. 


End of the Third Ad. 
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ACT IV. SCGCEN RKI 
The SCENE r a TI, 


emple adern'd according to the 80. | 
perſlition of the Antient Saxons; in the Middle are 
ta their three principal Idols, Thor, Woden, and 

reya. | 4 | 1 2 f s 


ch is heard at a Diſtance, as of the Prieſt, preparing ” I 
1 . Then wa | 10 


Enter Aribert. | 
Ari. LL Night the bloody Prieſts, a dreadful Band, 
Have watch'd intent their horrid Rites, © ö; 

With many a dire and execrable Pray'r 10 4+ Han 

ing the Fiends beneath, the ſullen Demons 
That dwell in Darkneſs deep, and Foe to Man, 
Delight in recking Steams of human Gore. 
me huddled 1 . «a rene hen 

hiſſing w 1 rOU elr myſtic Charms ; k 
And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs ſtruck, - | 
With Screamings ſhrill they ſhook the vaulted Roof, 
And vex'd the {till, the ſilent, ſolemn Midnight. 2 
Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below, "+ + tt 
Such are the Groans of poor lamenting. Ghoſts, | 
And ſuch the Howlings of the laſt Def: Ir. 
Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magick Strings, 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtick Meaſures round; 5 
Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 0 
On me, and yelling, thrice they cry d out, Aribert! 
I have endur d their Horror And at . 
See! the Night wears away, and chearful Morn, . 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the rofie Eaſt; 
Fair Nature ſeems reviv'd, and ev'n my Heart "3 
Sits light and jocund at the Day's R:turn, Fe. 
And fearleſs waits an End of all 1s Suffering. TI wit 
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Burer one of the Guards, he delivers a Letter to Aribert. | 


7 - *S. 
* 4 
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Guar. From Ofwwe/drhis,, on Peril of my Life, | 
1 have engage to e bn and y . 
Ai. reads.) Scofrid has been juſt to his Word, be has deli. 
d the fair Ethelinda % my Charge; we w_ 
1 5 Jo abr e the 
Briten: Camp. Fron e Oſwald. © 
Then thou haſt nothing left on Earth, my Soul, 


Worthy thy farther Care. Why do I ſtay, 
Why linger then, and want my learn fo long ? 
To * s?o continue to be wretched, 
And robs me of a great #nd glorious Death. 
. ,. Enter Rodogune with an Officer, 1 to ber entring. 
PF Oe. Thus Of to his:þeautcous Sifter ſends : 
= _ Depend upon a Brother's Love and Care, ATE! 
Io further all you wiſh OSLO © | 
„ Node. Lis wellt be near, [Exit Officer. 
And wait my further Order; See! wy — Lune 17%; v 
See there thy deareſt Chidice,/ thy fond Deſire. © 
See with how clear a Brow; what chearful Grace, 
With all his native Sweetneſs wndifturd's, 
4 es noble Youth r. 8 n vo 
s I came to join my friendly Grief with yours, o Aribert. 
- . Tocurſe — rant Brother, and deplore [To POE 
= - Your youthful Hepes; thus all untimely blaſted: :- 
2 But vou, ſee, have learn d to —— Our Danger; 


N o 
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You wear a Face of Triumph, not 
Has Death ſo little in it? 
1 Ari. Oh! tis nothing . | 
To Minds that weigh it well: The Vulgar fear it, 
And yet they know not why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful Land as yet 
= Turn back again, to tell us tis a Pain. | 
= Tome it ſeems like a long wiſh'd for Happineſs, 5 
Beyond what ev'n our Expectation paints; IG 
= T's Comfort to the Soul, tis Peace, tis Reſt; 
I comes like Slumber to the fick Man's Eyes. 
Burning and reſtleſs with a Feaver's Rage, 
_ All Night he toſſes on his weary Bed; 
Re tells the tedious Minutes as they paſs, 
Aa turns, and turns, and ſeeks for Eaſe in vin; = 
=. F 57 _—_ 50 | N Buy 
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Bur if, at Mornings Downs e falls on him, 

Think with what his Senſes, 

44 5 Pain. | 
Rodo. Perhaps it may be a State of Indolence ; 


dat kts jon 

t un with their 

If barely they d a whacked Being, | 

_ eater fo _ — * ex — 

- To make it worth our 

Could make you wiſh to live?” 

Ari. Oh! yes, there is; 

There is a Bleſſing | coald wiſh to live ar. 

To live, for Years, for Ages to enjoy it. 

But far, alas | divided from my Arms, 

It leaves the World a Wilderneſs before me, 

With nothing worth defiring.. 
-Rodo. Dull and cold! 

Or cold at leaſt to me, dull, dull Indifference. 

What if ſome apa. Power look down from Heav'n, 

And kindly viſit your afflicted *) | 

What if it fend oo 


Some ome prov iling Hand, 
Willin to ins, nd and mghey © 
Who nfines of the Grave 


Timely all danch, ſhall bring ou back to Life, 
And raiſe you up to Empire and to Love? 


Ari. The Wretched have few Friends, at leaſt on Earth : 


Ties So | 
Kodo. Hope every thing, | 

Hope all that Merit, ſuch as may claim, 

Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 


And makes ev'n all the Good and Brave your Friends. 
Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter Miſery? 
L enrich ſo fall n, fo loſt a thing as I am, 
With the ſweet Breath of Praiſe ? r W 
Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 
Then hang em on a ſenſeleſs Marble Tomb. © 
Rodb. A burning Purple fluſhes o er my Face, 
And 125 forbide my Tongue, or I would ſay, 
That I—Oh Aribert — am thy Friend. | 
Yet whereore ſhould I bluſh to own the on, 


. A — 


For 


q | For who!——ho would not be the Freindf dribert'? 
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Ari. Why is this wondrous Goodneſs loſt upon mef 
Why is this Bounty laviſh'd on a Bankrupt, N 


1 Who has not left another Hour of Life 


Let add to it, and wel | the Sum yet 


To pay the mighty Debt 
| = 8 £ 


= 


E et higher; 
Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find the to pay it. 
& Know then that I have paſs d this live-long Night, - 
EROS. 
ve {ure approv' ious 
And crown'd it with Succeſs. Since I have gain d 
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden's haze X 
To find a certain Way for thy Eſca 

One of the ſacred Habits is at Han F 

_ Prepar'd for thy Diſguiſe, the holy Man | 
Attends to guide thee to my 1. Camp: 4 
My ſelf ——Ob! yet lye fl, Io Nas — OO e. 
0 Aer Dangers chance, my ſelf will | be | | 
I be Partner and the ek 2 of thy Flight. 
Ari. Now what Return to mak let me fink, 
With all theſe warring. Thoughts t in me, 
Bluſking to Earth, and hide the vaſt Confuſion. 

Rado. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his Head 

In fullen Silence ſee l he turns away, | 

And bends his — y Viſage to the Earth. 
To what am I 'd! Oh Shame! Diſhonour! 
And more than Woman s Weakneſs! He 4 aa ſeen me, 

Seen my fond Heart, and ſcorns the eafie Prize. 
Blaſt me, ye Lightniags, ſtrike me to the Centre, 

Drive, drive me down, down to the Depths beneath ; 

Let me not live, nor think let me not think, 
For I have been deſpisd——ten thouſand thouſand, 

And yet ten t Curſes— Oh my Folly 
f ths. Thus let me fall, thus lowly to hs Earth, Kneeling, 
In bumble Adoration of your neſs; - | 
Thus with my lateſt — breathe yoùr Name, 


And bleſs you c'er I die. Oh Rodegune! 


3 Flair Royal Maid! to thee be all thy Wiſhes, 
= n be ine Nor let one — 


Content and everlaſting Peace dwell. with thee, 


CIT IO r — ꝙ 5 


Wed | 


— 
Remain behind, to call a fu 


Or ſtain thee with a Tear, Rehe 
Then-let my Name too Je, fink =. 35: 
And ſleep n Sr with non he Gr." ” 

Redo. >. Doſt thou. not with: mm 

Ari. | cannot. | 54 

Rode. Why? 0 
Behold I give thee Life, - 

Ari. And therefore — oh! 55 
Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die. 
But dare not be oblig'd. OE Op}, 
What I can never render back. 
CE 

r t , 
a 


1 | 
To' make the willing World ik Mes — — | 
And love, while — 4 Nor N . 
But to the Body fitted Jo the Mind, _—_ 
As each were faſhion'd; y.to excel, 3 : 
As if ſo fair a Form diſdain d to harbour 2 
A Soul leſs great, and that Soul could find 7 — 
Nothing ſo like the Heav'n whence it came, Big 

that fair Form to dwell in. 

Rado. Soothing Sounds! Nen * 
Delightful F latter from him we love; —_ 
But what are theſe to nay inpatient p 

i Nao Yak, 


Ari. Yet wherefore ee 2 
Be vainly plac d before my wondying „ 
3 ne er pollels its fince rn ö 18 = 
Once giv'n, can ne er return, e s : , 
But Abelinda, only Ethelinda>? bir, 1 
Fix d to its G and obſtinately ns - Ts 
It liſtens not to any other. Call. 4-4 > 
So Eero On that foriake the World, 


Are deaf to Glory, — * Play | 


Oh no! ſhe cannot, 


2 . . : ns l * MA —> „ 
| | | 5 
"a Fe 


Fer! in Zeal, and inſoleptiy plous, 

let attending Princes vai Y 

Knock at their Cells, and lu E i 2 
Rodo. How is ſhe form d n 

This Rival of my Love? What envious God, © 

In (corn of Nature's wretched Works delow, 

'Improv'd and made her more than half Divine? ; | 

How | has he taught her Lips to breathe Ambroſia? ' _.T@ 

How dy'd her Bluſhes wich the Morning' 55 

And cloath d her with the faireſt Beams of Light,” e E 
To make her ſhine beyond me? 1 = 

- Ari. Spare the Theme. | 

Nod. But then her Mind? 1 Goch, twhich wh al 

Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? al 1 : 

What more than heav'nly Fire Jars pe Mabe?” Ao.) a7 


"Has ſhe a Soul can dare it 
Beyond ev'n Man himſelf,” ca 4 like mine? 1 01 K 
Can-ſhe rute ts Bf t Gert S A Thus 5 


Of Shame and conſcious Pride, diſtracki OY 1 
And all the deadly Pangs of Lose fleſpis d? 1 b. 
Nature cannot bear itz n been - 


an 7 fi; on $ nl | FA 


It ſinks ev'n me, the Turren t drives me dow 
- The native Greatnefs 571700 my Spirit fails, 
Thus melts, and thus runs A en, 
The Floods of Sorrow drowi my ſing Vo 
And I can only call thee —— Cruel 4ribert? 
Ari. Oh hou ft Heav'n, if Mortal Man muy dare | 
Io look into thy rode Decrees, t thy" Fatf, 4 AUR jo * 
Mere it not better I had never been wird 
Than thus to bring Affliction and Misfortune® 
Thus curſe what thou hadſt made {6 good 
Rado. But ſeel the Kin and cruel 
Nor can l fave thee now. 
But what remains for me?, My | 
And ſwells, impatient at The" 
My Blood, eerwhile at Ebb, how flows Wan, 4% 
And with new Rage I burn. Since Love is loſt, 05 | 3 
Dome thou Revenge, fucceed thou 10 f 8 . 
And reign in all my Soul. Ves, I will fd een 
This fatal Sh 655 whom I am deſpis'd: | I bigh * 
Lock that tb mY INS N n 
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Let each celeſtial Hand den Gracy impart 
To this rare Pattern of your forming Art; 
Such may ſhe be, my Rage to-wove, - 
Such as ybu never nen. — 
a ο⏑ 0 

Exit Rodoffune, 


Enter 4: the other Door, the King, r et, and a 
Attendems.. 


ne enn 
Wor? yet rendes back thy Thaled - H H 


The Precipice is juſt beneath thy Feet. 
Tis but a Niang and I puſh thee off, 
To plunge for ever in Eternal Darkneſs. 1; 
Somewhat like Nara ig bean nd heres. les bois 100 3:2; 
And made a for thee in my Souls} 588 * 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother. ' > 
Ai. Boon and the: Violence.of lawleſs Paſſion, 5 5 1 
Hive blinded your clear Reaſlni/ wheefore alfe.. i1 bit 
0 IN 10 oa 
ive up m Ve, any my." TOC of 
To an i Brother's dre Embrace Þ |. 
Oh Horror! — But, to bar the i 
Know | — Heav'n and brave' e. 
Eer this, her Fiag ht has reach d 
King. Fled eo the Britons) un 2 nu) Art. * 
Oh moſt accurſed Traitor * ee, t 
E the early 8 bal, ge bat>s8- Awb 
— 5 the utmoſt Can 2 1:07 40 100 aid T 
cends to other Vert rg 07. Uo © 
ow, 


Ev'n thither ſhall my Love take Wi / 2742 HA 
To ſeize the flying Fair. The Britens1=— Golf lug] 0 
Shall they with-hold her! Firſt, ene R 
Their Iſland to the Center. But for thee, i 


Think ſt thou to awe me with that Fantome, Inceſt?! | oy TH 
Such empty Names may fright Coward Soul; xt ql | 
But know that mine diſdains em. Bind him * . 
wo not looſe another T about hee [Te Aribert. 
Begin the Rites, and dye the ballow'd Steeb: #/! 11: 52) bot» 
in his Chriſtian Blood. I Wend — 
ri. * — no more. But if we meet again, 
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The inflant Dangers ſummon bu aways - 
Deſtruction threatens«m our frighted py | 


And Tull I 
From ev'ry Part his crowding Enfigns 


Imperious Rodegane, move iwi 


Noo Rpt 


As, when the Day of great Account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, nay ſt thou find Mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'ſt thy Brother here. — u 
1 Farewel. To Death with him, and end the Dreamer. 
2 Prieſts bind Aribert, and lead bim to the Altar. 
While the ſolemn Muſick is playing, 
: Enter Seofrid.'.. | 
Sf Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious Roe 


And the Gods call to Arm. 
King. What means the Fear 1400 


hat trembles in thy pale, thy Viſage? 
" thy 


Speak ** and eaſe this Labour 
Seof. N my Lord; the Torn: 


grows upon us, 

peak we're loſt. Fierce Offa cor 5 | 
enten. 

And this way waring bend. Mick idle Ama __ 

Your Soldier careleſs ftands, and bids em , c 

Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt” 

They call em Friends, 

A choſen Band, led by the 


To intercept your Paſſage to 


That only Strength is left, 8 ch 


King. Curſt ce! But haſte, diſpatch that Trait ie 
They ſha'not bar my Vengeance. 140 

Seof. Sacred Sir, _ | {of} 6 ant 
Think only on your Safety: For the Pas bay atl:o7 of 


\ Your Crown, but more your Love a thouſand Reaſons, 


All urge you to defer his is Fate; . 


Or could ſpeak em plain. 


King. Then hear me, Prieſt, E 
I give him to thy Charge. = 
- Seaf. They come, my Lord. bout 
5 Look to him well; for, by yon Headfal Altars 212 
— Lifeſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: \ T* 
kill him, Gangs thy mien oy Boſom, 


And ſee * 5 reveng d. 


{Exit Kings Sold, ce and Attendants 
3 Prigt. 
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The Royal Under. 41 
Prieſt. Be chear d, my Lord, 
Nor keep one doubt of me:; I am your Slave. 
The King is fled, and with him all your x" 
Fate has reſery'd you for ſome ob. an Pu 
And ſee, your . Goddels comes to 
To break your Bonds, and make you ever hangs, 
Enter Saldiers, and other Attendants. 
| _ Well have our Arms 8 Bchold, he lives, 
teful as he is, by me he li 
Dof ao not come with too officious Haſte, [To Aribert. 
Once more to preſs the burden Life upon you ? | 
To offer, wich an Idcot's Impartunity, 
The nauſeous Benefit you ſcorn'd be Xe ? 
Ari. If I refus'd the Bleſſing from your Hands, 
Think it not rudely done with ſullen Pride; 
Since Life and you are two of Heay'n's beſt Gifts, 
Yet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with Honour. 
Rodo. However _— [ will bid thee Live, 
= o matter what enſues. Fly far away, 
et me, blot my Name om thy Remembrance, 
think thou ow'ſt me nothing. What! in Bonds! 
Wel was the Task reſerv'd for me, But thus 
I break thy Chain —— Would I could break my own. Li. 
Enter an Officer. 
Officer. A of our Horſe, that late went forth 
To mark the Order of the Brizons Camp. 
Met in their courſe ſome Servants of the King; 
For ſo they call'd themſelves, Ours judg d em Teaitors, 
And would have ſeiz'd, as flying to the Foe. 
After a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap d. 
The reſt, for ſo your Princely W ** 
Without attend your Order. 
- Rodo. Let em enter, 
A Woman! 
Enter Ethelinda, 
Ethel. Is therethen an 
Nas then that cruel Chance that long 
That vext me with her various Malice 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my Wiſ 
| A On my ha within thy faithful Arms! 
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two dnendents guarded. 
of Sorrows! [ en ro Aribert. 
d me, 
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Ethel. Why droops my Love, my Lord, my Arilert: 
Why doſt "uh ſigh and preſs me? and oh! hee 
Wherefore theſe Tears that ſtain thy _— Viſage? 

They told me Heav'n had ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 
Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great Preſerver, 
To ſave thee from thy cruel Brother's Hand. 

Why therefore do'ſt thou mourn, when thou art bleſt? 
Or docs ſome new Affliction wound thee? Say: 


3 Perhaps I am the Cauſe. 


Rods. By all the Tortures, 
The Pangs that rend my groaning Breaſt, tis ſhe, 
My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Syren, 
See how with eager Eyes he drinks her Charms, 
Mark how he liffzns to her ſweet Alluremears ; 
She winds her ſelf about his eaſie Heart, 
And melts him with her ſoft enchanting Tongue. 
Ethel. Wo't thou not anſwer yet? 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda! 
Why art thou here ? Is this the Britons Camp ? 
Is Lucius here? Haſt thou a Brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſs Innocence from Wrong? 
- _ Ethel. Have I not thee? 
Ari. 'Me!—what can I do for thee? 
Fer we arc, wretched both. 
Rodeo. I'll doubt ne more. 
My jealous Heart confeſſes her its Foe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppole her; - 
Nor ſhall ſhe Triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods 
If I am doom'd by you to be a Wretch, 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me. Prince, you he [To Aribert. 
To know this Pris ner, whom the Saxon Chiefs 
Accuſe of flying to our Foes, the Britons. 
However, 1 will think more nobly of you 
Than to believe you conſcious of the Treaſon, 
Nor can 45 u gelte, f TU ice dooms her to | 
That Fa es geg alan ___ 2 
ING Rao 1611. To the Guards. 
Ethel. Alas! to Death {LW hat wean von? V5 by what | 
Unknown, unyilling Crinle have I? - Ho v1 . 
To you, fair Princes, Grice ris yd, that K age ne HO 
e this Moment nn ts ferſt known; 0 
To 
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To you J bend, to you I will appeal Kneeling. 
And ions my Sa from you. ; l 
Avi. Learn it from me; {5 


I am thy Crime, tis Aribert deſtroys thee. 

Ethel. If thou art my Offence I've ſinn'd indeed, 
Ev'n to a vaſt and numberleſs Account; 
For from the Time when I beheld thee firſt, [To Atibert. 
My Soul has not one Moment been without thee; 
Still thou traſt been my Wich, my conſtant Thought, 
Like Light, the daily Blefling of my Eyes, 
And the dear Drcam of all my ſwecteſt Slumbers. 

Rodo. Oh the diſtracting Though ! 

Ethel. Nor will you think it [To Rodoguae, 
A Crime to love, that I love is true. . 
In your fair Eyes | read your native Goodneſs. 
Hap ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle Flame, and prove 
As dear to you, as Aribert to me. 
Would it be juſt that you ſhould die for loving? 
Think but on that, and I ſhall find your Pity 
For Pity ſure and Mercy dwell with Love. 

Rodo. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Death 
Cloſe thy bewitching Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 
That thou may'ſt look and talk no more Dcluſion. 
For oh! thy cv'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro* me, 
And kills my very Heart. Hence, bear her hence. | 
My Peace is loſt for ever hut ſhe dies. 

Ari. Oh hold! for 

Rodo. W herefore do'ſt thou catch my Garment? 
Thou that haſt ſer me on the Rack; com'ſt thou 
To double all my Pains, and with new Terrors, 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul? 

Ari. What ſhall | ſay to move thee? 

Rodo. Talk for ever, 
Winds ſhall be ſtill, and Seas forget to roar, 
The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Cities 
All ſhall be huſh'd as Death, while thou art ſpeaking, 
For there is Mufick in thy Voice. a = 

Ari. Then hear mez 6 
With gentleſt Patience, with C on hear me, 
Thus while I fall before thee, 1 In ul 

| . 2 Thus, 


\ 
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; Thus, with a bleeding Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Implore thee for my rbelndes 1 0 
odo. Tho' thou wert dearer to my doating Eyes 
Than all they knew beſides, tho I could hear thee 
While Ages paſt away; yet, by the Gods, 
If ſuch there are, who rule oer Love and [ealouſie, 
And ſwell our eg Breaſts with mortal Paſſions, 
I ſwear ſhe dies, my hated Rival dies. 
Ari. Then I have only one Requeſt to make, 
Which ſha'not be deny'd; to ſhare one Fate, 
And die with her ] love. | 
Rodo. Ungrateful Wreteh ! 
Yet I would make thy Life my Care 

Ari. No more: N 
Now I ſcorn Life indeed. Tho you had Beauty, 
More than the great Creator's bounteous Hand 
Beſtow'd on all his various Works together, 

Tho all Ambition asks, the kindly Purple, 

Glory, and Wealth, and Pow'r, were yours to give, 
Tho' length of Days, and Health were in your and, 
And all were to be mine; yet I would chuſe 

To turn the Gift with Indignation back, 

And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 

And ſleep for ever with her in the Grave. 

Rodo. Then take thy Wiſh, and let both die together. 
Yes, I will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 
And be at Eaſe for ever. * 

__ Ethel. Oh my Love! N 

What can I pay thee back for all this Truth? 
What? but, like thee, to triumph in my Fate, 
And think it more than Life to die with thee. f 
Haſte then, ye Virgins, break the tender Turf, 
And let your chaſter Hands prepare the Bed, 
Where my dear Lord and I mult reſt together: 
There let the Mirtle and the Roſe be ftrow'd, 
For tis my ſecond better Bridal ig 
On my cold Boſom let his Head be laid, 
And look that none diſturb u 
Till the laſt Trumpet's Sound break our long Sleep, 
And call us up to eyerlaſting Bliſs. 
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Rodo. Hence with em, take em, drive em from my Sight, 
The fatal Pait— [ Hen Aribert and Echclinda gu. 
That Look ſhall my laſt. — 

I feel my Soul impatient of its Bondage, 

Diſdaining this unworthy, idle Paſſion, 

And ſtrugling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots, 

It row'rg upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire; 

While Love and Aribert, thoſe meaner Names, 5 

Are left far, far behind, and loſt for ever. „ 

So if by chance the Eagle's noble Off. ſpring 

Ta en in the Neſt, becomes ſome Pealant's Prize, 
Compell'd a while he bears his Cage and Chains, 
And like a Pris'ner with the Clown 1 ; 

But when his Plames ſhoot forth, and Pinions ſwell, 
He quits the Ruſtick, and his homely Cell, 

Breaks from his Bonds, and in the face of Day, 
Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars away; 
Delights thro' Heav'n's wide pathleſs Ways to 

Plays with Fove's Shafts, and graſps his dreadful Bow 
Dwells with immortal Gods, and ſcorns the World we 4 


[ Exeunt Rodogune and Atrendengs.. 


—— 


End of the Frurth A. 


- 


4 The Royal Convert. 
e SOENT i: 
SCENE The PAL ACE. 
Enter the King and Scofrid. 


ag No! I will follow the fond Chace no more; 
= Neo more purſue the flying Fantome, Glory; 
But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen Peace; 
Secure of all Events to come, and careleſs 
If the Gods guide the World by Fate, or Fortune. 
Let 'em take back the worthleſs Crown they gave, 
Since they refuſe their better Bleſſings to me. 
Sezof. If not to Glory, yet awake to Love: 
And tho regardleſs of your Royal State, 
Tet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodagune to dic. 
mr and defolate methinks ſhe ſtands, 
nd calls you to her Aid, . 
King. What! doom'd to die! TORY 
Shall thoſe dear glowing Beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant bencath my ſtrong Embrace, 
Swell to Deſire, and meet my furious Joy? 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and murmur, 
Till I am loſt for ever, ſunk in Exſtacies, 
And bury'd in ten thouſand thouſand Sweets ? 
What! ſhall ſhe die? No, by the God of Arms, 
No l will once more rouſe me to the War, 
And ſnatch her from her Fate. | 
Seof. Then hear the Means N 
By which the Gods preſerve your Crown and Love. 
 Ofwald, of all our Saxon Chiefs the firſt, 
And neareſt to your Brother's Heart, had drawn 
The choſen Strength of all the Brizsſs Youth, - 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
Io ſave the Prince from your impending Wrath. 
By ſecret Marches they are near adyanc'd, 
And meant this Night to make their bold Attempt. 
King. How favours this my Purpoſe? 
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Seof. Thus, my Lord. | F 
I have preyail'd their Force ſhall join with all Þ 
Thoſe Ecichful Saxons who are (till your Subjects. 
Your Foes, fierce Off and his haughty Siſter, 
Secure and inſolent with new Succels, 
el. your Numbers, and inferior Strength, 
may this Night with eaſe become your Prey. 
Oe tends without to learn your Pleaſure, 
And bear it to the yaliant Britiſh Chiefs. 
King. The Britons! Gods! —the Nation which I hate, 
That Ofwald too! —— The Traitor ſtill has been 
Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 
His Boſom, fawnin Paraſite No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe of my Heart. 
And I will pe em now. . by thy Arts, 
I will look kindly on the Wretch I loath, 
And ſmile on him I deſtine to Deſtruction. 


Bid him approach. 
[Exit Seofrid, and Re-enter with OA 


Seof. The Valizn Ver- Sir. 
Ke Your Friend 3 at large your bold Deſign, | 
Worthy your Courage our Princeh Friend. 


And how ſoc'er the © nant and of Cie * 
Has ſown th' unlucky Seeds of Strife between us, 3 
Vet I have ſtill a Brother's Part in Aribert. 


Nor ſhall my Hand de flow to lead you on, ö 
Till we have driv'n theſe haughty Inmates forth, n 
And independant fix d that Sov'reign Right, 
W hich our brave Fathers fought to gain in Britain. RE 
Ofw. With honourable Pufpoſe are we come, 
With friendly Greeting from the Britons King, 3 
And the fair Offer of an cqual Peace. i pe 
This only he demands; ſend back the Troops I” 
Which late arriv'd with Offs, now your Foc | 22 
As well as his; and ſet your pn Brother, 
With the Fair Ethelinda, ſafe and free. 
Theſe juſt Conditions ontt confirm d to Lucius, 
Ambroſius is the Friend of Royal Hen 
The Britons then ſhall join their 32 "with yours, | 5 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Ge Zur 


And leave you peaceful Lor ö N 1 
The: fir Fe eee nn roms 
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King. In friendly Part, take we his proffer'd Loye. 


4 Signet to the gallant Lucius, | 
tving his Ring to nr 


Our Bond and Pledge of Peace, d 7s in full Form 


We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent Danger 


Is well remov'd, and better time allows. 

Haſte thou to join our valiant Friends, the Britons; 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 

With full Inſtructions for your private March, 


And means of Entrance here; with the whole Order 
In which we mean t'attack the common Foe. 


Ofw. I go, my Lord, and may the Gods befriend us. ¶ Exit. 
[T he King looks wk Oſwald, then turns and walks two 


or three times haſtih eraſe by ry N -. TFrown, 
4.0 wrathful 


To then I haye thrown off that Mack I chow 
And now the ſecret working of my Brain, 
Stand all reveal'd to thee. I tell thee, lend 
There never was a Medley of ſuch thinking. 
Ambition, Hatred, Miſchief and Revenge, 
Gather like Clouds on Clouds; Ty aid then anon, 


Love, like a golden Beam of Light, ſhoots thro', = 
Smiles on the Gloom, and my eart bounds with pleaſure. 
But *cis no time for Talk, To S:wald fly, | 

My Soldier and my Seryant, often 'try'd; 


Bid him draw out a hundred choſen Horſe, 


And hold em ny by the Night's firſt Fall. 
ourage, well approv d; 
_ as dare 22 fn . er 1 lead, bal ear 
here- cer, this ht, or th or Love 
Seof. | haſten ro W you But al 155 K 
«4 your old Man 1 "ave; to $9 hed 4k his Feat a 
ing. I read thy Care for me in all thoſe Fears; | 
But be not wiſe — much. Oft Fes haſt told 5 
Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining 3-610 
(Fs 


This Ni ight I mean 3 
Slay 255 . . 7 mY ory 


% 
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And waited at an awſul, abje& 
Reſtrain'd by idle Rules, which ſcoruſul 
And ſullen Honour dictate but no more, 
our Gods, Ill ſuffer it no more, 
W here will this Fury Grave you ? 
King. To my Heav'n, + || 
To Erlelinda's Arme. This: very Erehng. 
While the deluded Britons urge our Foes, 


No! 


Seof. 


. 


And wreak my Vengeance onthe Saxon Offa, 
Amidſt che firſt Diſorder of the Fray, 


'Twill not be hard to ſeine the weeping Fair; 
And, while the fighting 


King. 


To meet the Thames in his Imperial Stream, 


Thou know'ſt I have a Caſlie of ſuch Strength, 
As well may ſcorn the Menace of a Sirge. 
Thither I mean to bear my lovely Prize, 

And, in Deſpight of all the enyzous World, 
There riot in her Arms. But break we off. 


"oF 


Fools contend in yain, 
With all the Wings the God of Love can lend, : 
To bear her far —_ | 

Seof. Ha! — whither mean you 
To bend this raſh. (I fear) this Faral Fl 
Near where the Medway rolls 


N 
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qu? gentle Waves 


Haſte to perform my Orders, and then follow, 


And ſhare in all the Fortunes of thy King. 
Manet Seofrid. 


» 
a * $92 \ 
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[Exit King. 


Seof. Fools that we ate $0.yex-the lab'r ring Brain, 
And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought , 


To keep the weary Spirits 


To 


waking ſtill; 
ad and drive em in —— Rounds 

Of reſtleſs wracking Care; tis all in van. 
Blind Goddeſs Chance! henceforth 1 follow thee. 
The Politicians of the Woarlad 


May make a 


may talk; - 

Buſtle with t heir F 

Their Schemes and _ their Ws 18 thy Slave. 
4 


SCENE Yager ” the Top. 


Enter Aribert and 


orelight,... 
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Ethel. When this, the laſt of all our Days ofSocrom, | 


Flies faſt, and haſtens te fulfil its;Courſe; 
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4 Why doſt thou mourn? when that time is come, 
3 When we ſhall weep'no more, but live for cer | d 
In that dear Place, here no Misfortunes come; 6 
Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked World ſhall ceaſe from troubling ; 
When thick deſcending Angels croud the Air, 
And wait with Crowns of Glory fo reward us; 
Why art thou ſad, my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
Atti. It comes, 1. the cruel Moment comes, e N 3 
That muſt divide our faithful Loves for ever. 
A few ſhort Minutes more, and both ſhall perifhy. 
Sink to the Place where all — are forgotten. 
Our Youth and fair Affections ſhall be barren; 
Shall know no Joys, which other Lovers know. 
Shall leave no Name behind us, no Poſterity, 
Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, 
To draw a Tear from each who reads our Story 
And doſt thou ask me-wherefore I am ſad? e 
Ethel. Tis hard indeed, tis ver 3 to part. 20 
+, Tho' my Heart grieves to want its Heay'n ſo long, 
Pants for its Blits, and ſickens with Delay; 
Vet I could be content to live for thee, , © 
Yes, Iwill own thy Image ſtands before me, 
And intercepts my Journey to the Stars, 
Calls back ho fervent Breathing s of my Soul. 
To Earthland thee, with — af Looks ] turn, 
Forget my Flight, and linger here below, . 
Ari. Is it decreed, by Heav'ns Eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden Gates above 
But thoſe who forrow here? Muſt we be'wretched+ 
- Muſt we be drown'd in many Floeds of Tears, 5 
To wach our deep; our inborn Stains away, l 
Or never ſee the Saints, and taſte their Joys? 
Ethel. The great & er. ruling Author of our Beings 
Deals with his Creature Man in various Wa 8 * 
1 Gracious and good in all; ſome feel the R 
And own, like the F aher's chalt ping Hand. * 
Sey'n times, like Id, the | pal c Ku Bing Flame, 
And are at laſt reſin d; y ſome 
Tread all the Paths of Life e Rub, oy b nad ara 
With Honour, Health, with Friends and 1 4 bleſrd, | 
200i un roul round ae e e Baſe 0!) 7! 11, 
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Hoary at | and in a old Age, 
They ning to the Grave in Peace, 
And — their Pleaſures here for Joys above. 


Ari. To have ſo many Bleſſings heap'd upon me, 
Tranſceads my Wich. I ask d but only thee. _ 
Give me, I ſaid, but Life and Krhelin 
Let us but run the common Courſe together, 

Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, 
And take us to thy Mercy, then good Heav'n. 

But Heay'n thought that too much. 

Ethel. If our dear Hopes, 

If what we value moſt on Earth, our Loves, 
Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely Hand; 
If nothing. good remains for us below, 2 of 

So much the rather let us turn our Thoughts, | 
To ſeek beyond the Stars our better Portion; 
That. wond'rous Bliſs which Heav'n reſerves in ſtore, 
Well to reward us for our Loſſes here 
That Bliſs which Heay'n, and only Heav'a can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thee than Etbelinda, 

And more to me Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happineſs ! 
Where ſhall my Soul make Room for more than Aribert 

| Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 

© Rode. If, while ſhe lives, ſtill I am doom'd to ſuffer, 
Why am crucl to my ſelf? No more 8 
'Tis fooliſh Pity - Ho ſecure of Conqueſt 
The ſoft Enchantreſs looks! but be at Peace; 
Beat not, my Heart, for ſhe (hall fall thy Victim. 
Appear, ye Prieſts, ye dreadful Holy Men; 
Ye Minifters of the Gods Wrath and mine, 
Appear, and ſeize your Sacrifice, this Chriſtian. 
Bear her to Death, and let her Blood atone 
For all the Miſchiefs of her Eyes and Tongue. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the inner Part of the Tem- . © 
ple. A Fire is prepar'd on one of the Altars ; near it are plac d .Y 
4 Rack, Knives, Axts, and other Inſiruments of Torture ſeve- ' 
ral Prieſts attending as for a Sacrifice, _ 


Ari. See where Death comes, array d in all its Terrors: 

The Rack, conſuming Flames, and wounding Steel. _ 

Your cruel Triumph, had nor been mpeg. 
| H 2 | Without 


. 
—— — 
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Without this pomp of Horrot. Come, begin; 
Tear off my Robes, and bind me to the Rack; 
Stretch out my corded Sine ws till they burſt, 
And let your Knives drink deep the "Bee Eg Blood. 
You ſhall behold how a Prince oughtto di 

And what a Chriſijao dates to fuffer. | 

[ The Guards ſetze Aribert and Echellnds 
Oc. Hold! ay xs 


The Prince's Fate is yet deferr'd: The —_—_— 7 | 
Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer, _——E*er the fall ö 3 
A Victim to our Gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, op 8 
Or prove the Torture. 1 
Ethel. I diſdain thoſe Gods. 
Off. Bind her ſtrait, and bear her to the Rack: 
Ari. What her! Oh mercitefs !'- * 
Ethel. Oh, ſtay me not, my Love ! with Joy I go, 
To prove the bieess Pains of Death before thee, . 
And lead thee on in the triumphant Way. 
Ari. And can my Eyes endure it! to behold A 
Thy tender Body torn .?. theſe dear, ſoft Arme, 8 | 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy Folds about me, — 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending Pain? , 
Oh Rodogune ! read, read in my full Eyes, | , 
More than my Tongue can ſpeak, and fpare my Love. 
Rodo. And couldſt thou find no other Name hut that? 
Thy Love !—oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound ! 
No, I will ſteel my Heart againſt thy Pray'r, | : 
And whiſper to my ſelf with fallen Pleafore, 
The Gods arc juſt at length, and thou ſhalt fee! 


5 


Pains, ſuch as I have known. 
b Ari. Let me but die, * 
| Cut off this hated Object from * Sigh, — 
Rodeo. Nor — know that I can too 
And make thee mourn my Coldneſs and Diſdain. 
No more! Il heat ho more. 

ri. They bind her? fee! 

See with rude Cords they ltrain reer Lambs 
Till the red Drops ſtart om their ſwelling Channels, * Bf 
And with freſh Crimſon paint her dy ing Paleneſs. "þ 

Oh all Lab ee hoſt of Heay'n! ye Saints and Angels 

Oh ſtay thy Tears, and-mourn go e me, 12 
a Nor far the Weakneſs of RE OE Soul, f 
5 For 


3 


3 * 8 


Ihe nobleſt, beſt Rear 
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For I am arm'd, and equal to the Combar. 
In vain t laviſh all their cruel Arts, 
And bind this feeble Body here in vain; 
The free, impaſſive Soul 2 on the Wi 
Beyond the reach of Racks, and rort'ri ames, 
And ſcorns their Tyranny—Oh follow thou! 
Be conftant to the laſt, be fix d, my Aribert. 
'Tis but a ſhort, ſhort Paſſage to the Stars. 
Oh follow thou! Not ler mt want thee long, 
And ſearch the bliſsful Regions round in yain, 
Enter an Officer. 
Offic. Arm, Royal Maid, and take to your Defence, 
The King with ſudden Fury ſallies forth, 
And driyes our outmoſt Guards with foul Confuſion. 
Rodo, The King! What Phrenſic brings the Madman on 
Thus headlong to his Fate? - But let him come, 
His Death (hall fill my Trium 8 and Honours, 
wait the Man, 
Whoſe lucky Sword ſhall take his hated Head. 
Enter a ſecond Officer, his Sword drawn. 
Second Offic. Hengift is here; he bears down all before him: 
The Britons roo have join'd their Arms to his, 
And this way bend their Force. h 


Roao. Fly to my Brother, [To ber Attendants. 
And call him to our Aid. ¶ Shout within, and claſbing of Swords. 
Ling within. | Slave, give me way, — 
Or | will tear thy Soul —— | 

Sold. within. You u paſs not here, 

Seof. —_— What, know'ſt thou not the King : —oh curſed 

in! 


Enter the King wounded, Scofrid, Oſwald and Soldiers, with 
their Swords drum. Oſwald runs to Aribert. 
Seof. Perdition on his Hand you bleed, my Lord ! 
King. My Blood flows faſt— What, can ] languiſh now 
So near my Wiſh Lend me th Arm, old Seofrid, 
To bear me to het Ha] bound to the Rack! 
Mercileſs Dogs ye moſt pernicious Slaves! 
And ſtand ye ſtupid, haggard and amaz'd ! 
Fly ſwift as s Thought, "Ind fer her free this „urn 
0¹ by my injur'd Love, 4 Name more ſacred 
Than all? your Function knows, your Gods and you, 
Your ne Altars, n painted Shrines, 
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> Tour holy Trumpery ſhall blaze together] T; hey 
Nodo. 'Tis vain to rave and curſe my Fortune now. 
Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend mc, 


And help me now to bear it 


Ver I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 


zs I ought. _ VB 
King. The feeble Lamp of Life ſhall lend ics Blaze, 
To light me—thus far—only—and no further. 


[ Falling at Ethclinda's Freer. 


As if I hop'd to gather Heat from thence, 


x Buch as might feed the vital Flame for ever. | 


Ethel. Alas! you faint! your baſty Breath comes ſhort, 


And the red Stream runs gulhiag from your Breaſt. 


© Call back your Thoughts from each deluding Paſſion, 
And wing your parting Soul for her laſt Flight; 


| Callback your Thoughts to all your former Days, 


To ev'ry unrepented Act of Evil; 
And ſadly deprecate the Wrath Divine. | 
King. Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vain: 


> The Gods and I have done with one another. 


This Night I meant to rival them in Happincls, 


=. - Spight of my Brother, and thy cruel Coldneſs, 


This Night 1 meant t' have paſt within thy Arms. 
Ethel. Oh! Horror! IS 
King. But tis gone: Thoſe enyious Gods 
Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes; _. 
They have deſpoil'd me of my Crown and Life, 
| 74 Slaves Hand but I forgive em that. | 
Thee they have robb'd me of my N theo 


8 
ve. 


7 15 down to 7 in the 
def. My Maſter, and my King! 
ing. 2 Man, no 5 | | 
I have not leiſure for thy Grief ——Farewel— 

Thou, Aribert ſhalt live, and wear my Crown 
Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was. 
But Erhelinda, ſhe too (hall be thine: - 3 
That that's too much. This World has nothing in it 

So good to give the next may have know not 


1 "dais 2 King diet. 
Ari. There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful Soul. 
Turn thee from Death, and riſe, my gentle Lore; | 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to dawn upon uss. 
And Heavn at length is gracious to dur Wies. 
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And Britain takes its Pledge 
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E:hel. So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, 
And ſuch the Terrors of my feepleſs Nights, 
That ſtill, methinks, I doubt th* uncertain Happineſs : 
Tho' at the Mulick of thy Voiee, I own, 
My Soul is huſht, ic ſinks into a Calm, 
And takes fare Omen of its Peace from thee. 


Will ſoon be here: En now he ſends me Wor 
Fierce Offs and his Sexons fly before him, 
The conqu'ring Britons fence you round from Danger, 
And Peace and Safery wait upon your Loves. 

Ari. Nor you, fair Princeſs, frown upon our Happinefs: 
Still ſhall my grateful Heart retain your | 
And ſtill be mindful of the Life you gave. 
Nor muſt you think your ſelf a 2 here: 1 
Whene er you ſhall a int, a Guard attends, 
To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Hononr. *”" 

Rodo. Yes, 1 will go; fly, far as Earth can bear me; 
From thee, and, from che ace of Man for ever. | 
Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows; 

Curſt be your Looks, your Tongnes, and your falſe Arts, 
That chexe our Eyes, and ound our eaſte Hearts; 

Curſt may you befor all the Paing you give, 

And for the ſcanty Pleaſures we reccive , 

Curſt.be your brutal Pow'r, your tyrant Sway, 


Buy which you bend, and force us to obey. 


Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand 
Be juſt for once, and equal rhe Command, 


Let Woman once be Miſtreſs in her turn, 


Subdue Mankind beneath ber baughty Scorn, 


And ſmile to ſee the proud Qppreſſor mourn. O Exit Rodo.. 


Ofw. The Winds thalt fcatrer attrhoſe idle Curſes 


Far, far away from you, while ev'ry Bleſſing 


Attends to Crown you. From your happy N uptialn,. 

From Royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, ER 

Join d to ** Faireſt of the Britiſb Damcs, 
ethinks I read the Foples utes - han ame z. 


Ethel. Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Fexe i win 


he „ Convert: 55 


Ofw. To end your Doubts, your Brother, the drake Lucius, 
£7 0 Echelinda, 
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With Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought 
ERapt to che higheſt, brighteſt Sears above, 


. Diſcloſe the Wonders of the Times to come. 
Of Royal Race a Brit; Queer ſhall riſe, 
i Great, Gracious, Pious, Fortunzce and Wile, 
To diſtant Lands ſhe ſhall eviend her Fame, 
And leave to latter Times a mighty Name: 
Tyrants ſhall fall, and ſaithleſs Kings ſhall bleed, 
And groaning Nations by her Arms be freed. 
But chief this happy Land her Cate ſhall prove, 
And find from her a more than Mother's Love. 
From Hoſtile Rage ſhe ſhall preſerve it free, 


gGafe in t als gf her ambient Sea: 
Ik̃ho' fa in many a cruel Fight, 
er fulKrcts ſhe ſhall delight, 
And icf Glory (hall be to UN ITS. 
. „ Angles, (hall no more be known, 
But 5 be the Noble Name alone; | 


Wich Joy their antient Hate they ſhall forcgo, 
Ws While Difcord hides her baleful Head below: 
Mercy, and Truth, and Right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
And ev'ry Virtue croud to grace her Reign: 

Auſpicious Heav'n on all her Days ſhall ſmile, 


2 And with Eternal U 1 0 bleſs her Britiſb Ile. | 
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End of rhe Fifth | Aft. 


Thus, with Divine, Prophetick Knowledge fill'd, 


